J NSAI UTNE? SONIC HO 


Sr eee - st: Nee 
oa 
are 






i 


OFFICIAL ORGAN of the CAMP e 





ee A a se el — 





- 
' 


, UMC 


"REMINGTON 


Cut Out Guess Work 
Afield and At Traps 
Co Sheis= over to the Remington-UMC “Speed 


Shells” —*‘Arrow”’ and ‘‘ Nitro Club’’—and your 
good old duck gun will give you new reason for 
liking it. 

Shoot “Arrow” and “Nitro Club”’ against any shot 
shells in the world, afield or at the traps. 

You will find that these famous Remington-UMC 
Shells are the fastest by a good round margin. 

It is the Steel Lining that does it—grips the powder, 
keeps all the drive of the explosion in a straight line 
behind the shot. A Remington-UMC specialty that 
is giving the “‘Speed Shells”’ first place with Sportsmen 
every where. 

Ask for “Arrow” or “Nitro Club."" You can be 


sure of getting them from the dealer who dieplays 
the Red Ball Mark of Remington-U MC. Go to him. 


Remington Arms-Union Metallic Cartridge Co. 
WOOLWORTH BLDG. (233 Broadway) NEW YORK CITY 


The “SPEED SHELLS”— 
Write for 
descriptive 
circular 
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Emphatic Statement by an Eminent Authority— Pipe- 
smokers, Read what John G. Capers Has to Say 


and non-irritating heap we of 

to the throat.”” ia Internal Revenue 

| Mr. Smoker, that’s evidence straight from Mr. Capers is now a prominent and suc- 
7 an authority that ‘Tuxedo is the top-notch cessful practising lawyer in Washington, 


smoke of them all. The tobacco that a famous 
Internal Revenue Commissioner chooses for 
his own smoke because he considers it the best 
tobacco made. 

And remember this, men:—that’s picking 
Tuxedo from a mighty big field; for between 
you and us and the account sheet, the 
Government collects $100,000,000 a year in 
revenues from tobaccos. 


z 





well that t to imitate it. 
And you’ll 


as to Tuxedo’s quality. 


The Perfect Tobacco for Pipe and Cigarette 


Tuxedo can’t bite or blister. That’s all taken out by 
‘* Tuxedo Process’’— the original process which the other brands like so 


nd the Internal Revenue Commissioner absolutely right 
















D.C., and we are glad to include his name in 
Tuxedo’s great list of friends. It’s the 
same old story everywhere Tuxedo is tried: ‘ 
Quality tells. 

Don’t quarrel with your pipe and don’t 
quarrel with your tongue. Take your tobacco 
troubles to good old Tuxedo. 

Your pipe’ll be sweet and your tongue’ll 
be sound if you smoke Tuxedo. 





the famous 








Try Tuxedo for a week and you’!l know why Mr. Capers and thou- 
sands of other distinguished smokers say that it is ‘‘the best tobacco made.’” 


YOU CAN BUY TUXEDO EVERY WHERE 
ped moisture-proof pes. 3 lettering, curved to fit pocket 10c 
In Tin Humidors, 40¢ and 80¢ In Glass Humidors, 50c and 90¢ 
THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY 


— _ — aT 7 yoo 





We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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“IF IT’S SPORTSMAN’S EQUIPMENT— IT’S ADVERTISED IN FIELD & STREAM” 








A GUARANTEE OF OUR ADVERTISING 


uarantee the reliability of every advertisement inserted in FIELD 





AND y SiREAM provided that in your cor 


you mention this magazine, and that you notify us = thirty deve from 


ADVERTISING RATES 


with ad Advertising rates, $100.00 a page; half page $50.00; quarte: page 


receipt of the article if any dissatisfaction is found. This guarantee does not 


cover financial advertising or the purchase or exchange of live stock, as in 


euch transactions there is 


even where both 





parties are honest and sincere. 


Special rates for hotels, resorts and guides. 


$25.00; eighth page $12.50; one inch single column, $6.25. 


Classified advertising 5c 


a word, display advertisements $5.00 an inch 
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2ECERDS-€ 


Ask your dealer to play the latest Columbia double-disc records for you. There is 
a new Columbia record list of all the latest music, including the newest, popular 
dance hits, issued the 20th of every month. 


Over a thousand at 65cents—the standard Columbia price. The big Columbia record 
catalog contains more than 4,000 records in every class of music, vocal and instrumental. 


The Columbia Grafonola “‘Leader’”’ at $85, as illustrated, 
is a striking example of Columbia supremacy. The “Leader” 
embodies the newest distinctive Columbia feature—the indi- - 
vidual record ejector. With ordinary record racks, $75. If you 
have believed the difference in talking machines was mainly 
one of appearance—hear the “‘Leader.’’ A beautiful, simple, 
convenient instrument with superb tone qualities. Other 
Grafonolas from $17.50 to $500—and on very easy terms 
if you wish. 


Columbia Graphophone Company 
Box G277, Woolworth Bldg., New York 


TORONTO: 365-367 Sorauren Ave. Prices in Canada plus duty. Creators of the Talking 
Machine Industry. Pioneers and Leaders in the Talking Machine Art. Owners 
of the Fundamental Patents. Dealers and Prospective dealers, write for a 
confidential letter and a free copy of our book ‘* Music Money.”’ 





We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 














RATES: Display advertisements, $5.00 per inch per month. Classified advertisements, 5c. per word. Terms 


cash with order. 


Time discounts on request. 





The Best in Pointers 


Puppies, Broken Dogs and Brood 
Bitches, by Champion Comanche 
Frank, Fishel’s a and Cham- 
pion Nicholas 


Write me your wants please. 


U.R. FISHEL, Box 20, Hope, Ind. 


HIGH-CLASS HUNTING AND 
SPORTING DOGS 


such as coon, deer, bear, wolf. cat, rabbit and 
foxhounds. Ferrets, rabbits, guinea pigs, 
swine, young stock specialty. Ten cents for 
handsome catalogue of all breeds. Price list 
of poultry and pigeons 


SUSQUEHANNA VALLEY KENNELS, Dept. G 
TUNKHANNOCK PA. 





PISHEL’S FRANK 




















The Blue Grass Farm Kennels 
OF BERRY, KENTUCKY 
offer for sale Setters and Pointers, Fox and Cat 
Hounds, Wolf and Deer Hounds, Coon aud Opossum 
Hounds, Varmint and Rabbit Hounds, Enxlish Blood- 
hounds, Bear and Lion Hounds; also Airedale Ter- 
riers. All dogs shipped on trial, purchaser alone to 
judge the quality. Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
refunded. 60-page, highly illustrated, Interesting 
and instructive catalogue for lOc. in stamps or coin 











FOX, COON, SKUNK AND 
RABBIT HOUNDS 


broke to gun and field and guaranteed and 
the price is right. They are kind 
trained and bred for hunting by expe- 
rienced hunters, Fox, and Rabbit 
Hound Pups from pedigreed stock. Price 
$5.00 each. Stamp for photos. 


FREDERICKSBURG, OHIO 














English Setters, Pointers, Beagles and Fox Hounds 


finest stock in the world, sold under positive guarantee. Our reputa- 
tion is backed by Field & Stream—a lifetime in the business, and 
hundreds of unsolicited testimonials from all parts of America. 
Trained dogs and puppies shipped on trial. Send lc for catalogue. 
prices, shetographs, otc. SUP etc. Sorewell KENNELS, Stewartstows, F Pe. 


OORANG AIREDALES 


are the greatest utility strain of dogs on earth. Their superior intelli- 
gence makes them the most desirable of friends and companions for 
man, woman, and child. Their faithful and untiring watchfulness 
makes them the best of guards and protectors for camp, home, or 
estate. They are careful and efficient stock dogs. They are true 
sporting terriers and have no equals as water dogs, retrievers, and 
hunters of all kinds of game. They are trailers, tree barkers, and 
stayers. They will climb a tree or go to earth and fight anything 
from a rat to a bear. They are raised in the open and are worked 
365 days in the year. Their iron constitution withstands the hardest 
usage, and they are breeders of vigorous youngsters whose hunting 
instincts are bred in the bone. A big selection of pups at all times. 
No old stock for sale. Circulars and illustrated post cards on 
request. 


OORANG KENNELS, 


La Rue, Ohio | 


RUSSIAN WOLF HOUNDS—tThese aristocratic dogs are 

as kind as they are large and as intelligent as they are 
handsome. Delightful companions for ladies and gentle- 
men and the most efficient wolf coursers known. Choice 
pups for sale. Comrade Kennels, Bucyrus, Ohio. 





FOR SALE—English and American Foxhounds and Eng- 

lish Beagle Hounds. Trained and urtrained for fox or 
rabbits. Game to the end. Best of strains. Thirty Fox- 
hound pups and Beagle pups bred ftom bench and field 
winners, rich in the blood of Ch. Blitz, Ch .Miss Forrister 
Ch. Young Tippecanoe and others. State kind of dog 
wanted and enclose stamp for reply. D. J. Miller, 
Fredericksburg, Ohio. 








THOROUGHLY BROKEN Fox, Beagle and R: Lbbit 
Hounds. Good hunters. Also puppies. Ambrose S. 
Taylor, R. D. 3, West Chester, Pa. 








AIRED: AL E PUPPIES whelped April 8th, 

registry in American Kennel Club. Names of nine 
champions appear in pedigree. Write for prices and 
pedigree. Van Fleet Bros., Attica, Chio. 


eligible to 





RABBIT HOUNDS for ry ‘Seah to try before you buy. 
Comrade Kennels, Bucyrus, Ohio. 





CHESAPEAKE BAY DUC “K “RETRIEVERS, thorough- 

bred stock. Bred and raised on the James River and 
Chesapeake Bay. Shot over almost every day of the duck 
shooting season. Dogs and puppies for sale. Just right 
to break this Fall. John Sloan, Lee Hall, Va. 





NORWEG IAN BEAR DOGS, Irish Wolfhounds, Eng- 

lish Bloodhounds, Russian Wolfhounds, American Fox 
hounds, lion, cat, deer, wolf, coon and varmint dogs. 
All trained. Shi »ped on trial. Satiotaction guaranteed 
or money sulendied. Purchaser to decide. Fifty-page 
highly illustrated catalogue. 5-cent stamp. Rookwood 
Kennels, Lexington, Ky. 


FOR SALE—Pure Llewellyn pups. Large, strong, well 
marked, immunized against distemper. From working 
parents. Dr. N. O. Bevins, Hawkeye, lowa. 


FOR SALE—One well-trained Fur Bitch, $40.00. Twenty 

black and tan_and Walker puppies, $5.00 pair. Trained 
and untrained Fox, Rabbit and Tor dogs. Enclose stamp. 
T. M. Frump, Hillsboro, Ohio. 








MONTEZUMA KENNELS— Reg. A. K. C. Drawer 428, 

Silver City, New Mexico. RUSSIAN WOLFHOUNDS 
—We maintain a select stock of the breed. Grown dogs 
and guapis usually for sale. Write for prices and par- 
ticulars. 





FOR SALE—A grand litter of Airedale puppies by Im- 
ported Unexpected ex _Baughfell Venus. Write for 
prices and description. Oaklawn Kennels, Marshalltown, 





owa. 
RABBIT HOUNDS for sale. Sent on trial. Stamp for 
circular. Comrade Kennels, Bucyrus, Ohio. 


P oe :TS—PE TS—Particulars free. E. W. 
Jamestown, N. Y. 





Cordingley, 





COCKER SPANIELS all ages, bitches in whelp. Fischer 


Kennels, St. Francis, Wis. 





FOR SALE—English Llewellyn, Irish setter pups and 

trained dogs, pointers, spaniels and retrievers, good 
stock, prices rez sonable. Enclose stamps for descriptions. 
1 Thoroughbred Kennels, Atlantic, lowa. 
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DOGS 








BOOK ON 


DOG DISEASES 
And How to Feed 


Mailed free to any address b 
America’s Rg 4 . 


uthor 
Pioneer H. CLAY GLOVER, V. S. 
Dog Remedies 


118 West 31st Street, New York 




















MANGE, ECZEMA, Ear Canker, Goitre. Guaranteed. 
Price $1.00. Eczema Remedy Co., Hot Springs, Ark. 





BLACK TONGUE—Absolute positive cure, also im- 
munizes. Price $2.00. Southern Chemical Co., Lex- 
ington, Ky. 


FOX AND HOUND—Monthly magazine about Fox, 

Wolf, Coon and Rabbit Hounds. Has live beagle and 
pet bull departments; also trapping. $1.00 a year; sample 
copy FREE. Address, Fox and Hound, Desk FS, De- 
catur, Il. 





COONHOUNDS and combination hunters for coons, ’pos- 

sums, squirrels, etc., thoroughly trained, gladly sent 
anywhere on free trial; large new catalogue profusely 
illustrated, the most elaborate catalogue of night hunting 
dogs ever printed, 10c. Southern Farm Coonhound 
Kennels, Selmer, Tenn. 





AIREDALES—Puppies, dogs or brood matrons. We 
also breed Collies. Write for list. W. R. Watson, 
Box 700, Oakland, Iowa. 





WANTED—Pointers and setters to train. Game plenty. 

Trained setters for sale, also some good rabbit hounds. 
Dogs shipped on trial. Dogs boarded. Stamp for reply. 
©. K. Kennels, Marydel, Maryland. 





FOR SALE—Handsome Registered Gordon Setter Bitch. 
Three years old. Good hunter. Price $20.00 to quick 
buyer. Geo. Ritchie, Midway, Pa. 








AIREDALE TERRIER PUPS for sale. Youngsters for 
sow, sport, guard or companion. Prices reasonable. 
Comrade Kennels, Bucyrus, hio. 


ANIMALS AND BIRDS. 


RED CUBAN GAMES 


Do you want the gamest? Do you 
want the most beautiful game fowl? 
Then send for the Catalogue of Red 
Cuban Games. It is the handsom- 
est catalogue with cuts of the finest 
Game Cocks on Earth. 

Trie young 


GEORGE W. MEANS 
Concord - - North Carolina one Monto 


























FOR SALE—Finest strain of English ring-necked pheasant 
eggs for sale during June. $15.00 per hundred in lots 

of not less than 100 eggs. Apply to Duncan Dunn, Super- 

intendent, State Game Farm, Forked River, N. J. 





DUCKS LOVE CERTAIN FOODS—Plant my genuine 
Wisconsin Wild Rice, Wild Celery, Duck Potato, etc., 
and you can attract them to ponds, lakes or rivers by the 
hundreds. Write to-day for my free illustrated booklet. 
Clyde B. Terrell, Naturalist, Dept. D 7, Oshkosh, Wis. 











FIREARMS 








FOR SALE—.22 S. & W. Special 6-in. barrel, 32 frame 

revolver in perfect condition, $12.00. 12-Gauge Reming- 
ton Automatic, $50.00 grade, shot less than one hundred 
times, condition perfect, $25.00. Dr. P. R. Taylor, 
Masonic Blvd., Louisville, Ky. 





FIREARMS—Old-time and modern. Buy, sell, exchange 
all sorts. Stephen Van Rensselaer, West Orange, N. 




















a 
Keeps Dogs Fresh and Eager 
for Work 


Give your dog a food that will produce a smooth, 
glossy coat, regular habits—such a food is 


. . J 
Champion Dog Biscuit 
It aids digestion by keeping the teeth in good 
condition and reinvigorates the salivary glands. 
Made of clean, sweet meat, cereals and flour— 

no waste products, no preservatives used. 
Send for Sample and Free Booklet 


On receipt of 4c, we will send you 
sample, or you can get a regular size 
package at your druggist, sporting 
goods dealer or direct from us if no 
dealerin your town. Our illustra- 
ted booklet will be_a help to you— 
yours on request—FREE, 


Champion Animal Food Co. 
582 Minnesota St., St. Paul, Minn. 
MAKERS OF CHAMPION PUPPY MEAL 




















. 
2” HAVE You A BIRD DOG?---- THEN YOU WANT 


HE Amateur 


ED. F. HABERLEIN. Trai ner 
FORCE SYSTEM WITHOUT WHIP 


A PRACTICAL TRAINER OF OVER 80 YEARS’ EXPERIENCE, 

WHOSE SYSTEM IS UP TO DATE AND STANDS UN- 

EQUALED. I6TH EDITION--1909. MERIT MADE IT FAMOUS, 
NEW EDITION JUST OUT. --- ILLUSTRATED. 


A plain, practical and concise, yet 
thorough, guide in the art of wake 
ing, handling and the correcting of 
faults of the bird dog subservient 
to the gun afield. Written especially 
for the novice, but equally valuable 
to the experienced handler. By 
following the instructions plainly 
fiven, every shooter possessed of a 

ttle common sense and patience 
can train his own dogs 
to perfection. If your 
dog is inobedient, does 
not retrieve, or if so, is 
mouthed, unsteady 

to pointand shot, chases 
eptiths.te waigeee gun- 
shy, etc., you wi il find 
















=) + wales 

. eA. < ample directions how to 

correct any such fault epectily and thoroughly. Dogs of 
any age or breed can be taught to retrieve grompsy 
and made submissive. Comprehensible, popular form, de- 
void of long-spun theories, based on practical experience 
throughout. A large volume of pastime reading not intend- 
ed nor promised, but this book is guaranteed to contain the 
most practical information on the subject at any price. 
Chapters on feeding; care of the dog; explicit symptoms 
of usual diseases. Sent postpaid on receipt of price. 


PAPER COVER, $1.00; CLOTH & GOLD, 1.50 
> Off « lL year sub. to Field& Streant $1.50 } Both for 
Special CF: amateur Trainer (paper cover)1.00§ $1.75 


$2.50 
FIELD and STREAM ° 231 Fuarth Avenue, NEW YORK 



















MISCELLANEOUS 
ap Send for booklet 
pi Better Pictures: for 


KODAKERS ATTENTION srs 


phers’’; also for free annie VEL OX print 
from your negative by the “SE LBRO” method and note the dif- 
ference. Quality first, not price! Expert operators—largest plant 
in the Middle West. 


SELL BROS. LABORATORIES, Delaware, Ohio 





LET 
ny 


Fur 


US TAN YOUR HIDE, do your head mounting and 
work. Catalogue on request. The Crosby Frisian 
‘o., Rochester, N. Y 





TO LET—Bungalow, four rooms and bath, power boat 
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INTO THE GREAT GAMBLE 

















By WM.S.MULLER 








T was one of those beautiful golden 
] autumn days when the thoughts of 

those that follow the great outdoors 
turns to the woods and fields with their 
ever-changing hue; to the beach, which 
only yesterday was radiating the heat of 
a blistering summer sun, but now bathed 
in a glowing warmth. The first frost had 
nipped the northern waters, the fish were 
gathering in great schools along the coast 
and heading south. Old Neptune raised 
his conch and sent forth his call to the 
surf caster. 

It was on such a day that I was asked 
by a pal, with whom I have tramped and 
fished for years, “How about a day or 
two with the ‘blues’ down off the point 
at Fire Island? Would I go?” 


What a question! Of course I’d go, 
but just wait until I speak to the “Boss” 
at home. There’d be no question, I know, 
but tact and finesse had long since taught 
me to ask, and has been the secret of 
many happy days astream that might oth- 
erwise have been spoiled by a disgruntled 
spouse left at nome. 

It was the work of a few hours to 
gather grub and duffle and wend our way 
through the turmoil of a busy city by the 
folk, poor souls, who have no time nor 
inclination to think of the outdoors, of 
fish and of fishing. 

A short drive through the town of 
Bay Shore, one of those south shore Long 
Island towns which are so monotonously 
the same. The business street, which re- 


























FISHING 


minds one of a Western mining town, 
the summer cottages just beyond and 
then the bay. I say, a short drive in a 
vehicle with bulging wheels that sent 
forth loud and protesting groans and 
we were at the landing and aboard the 
Eladio. 

Down the creek we sailed and out into 
the Great South Bay, that vast expanse 
of water that stretches for forty miles 
along the south shore of Long Island and 
some six miles across, to the strip of sand 
called Fire Island. A sportsman’s para- 
dise, its waters teeming with fish in the 
summer time, its sloughs and flats cov- 
ered with water-fowl of every species in 
the early fall and winter. Off to the 
southwest old Fire Island Light could 
just be made out statue-like in the gather- 
ing dusk, its white shaft a landmark by 
which every bayman shapes his course by 
day, its beaming light a beacon to those 
that venture out at night. 

We were out now quite some distance 
and the trip across is of ever-changing 
interest, particularly to those who have 
spent any time on these waters. Every 
lead and bar to me holds some particular 
interest. Just over yonder to leeward on 
the point of that flat how well I remem- 
ber my first day with the broad bills one 
raw Thanksgiving morning! And _ fur- 


A LIKELY 








SLEW 


the channel that runs under 
the beach one early Sunday morning with 
the blues when we took toll to the tune of 


ther on in 


forty-odd and not one under seven 
pounds; and then again that morning 
when it blew so out of the northwest and 
we could not put out the battery; the birds 
were “usin’” in the East Channel so we 
put out on the beach where it was as 
straight as a city block, with a blind of 
frozen sea-weed, the last place one would 
expect to shoot ducks, but we did until 
our guns were hot and the number—I’m 
ashamed to say! 

I could sit there in the stern-sheets 
and dream on, but the Eladio was now 
fast to the dock at “Saltaire,” a thriving 
little settlement that just two years ago 
was a waste of barren dunes, but is now 
dotted with quaint little cottages, the 
homes of busy men, who cannot get away 
except over week-ends, but send their 
families so that the children may grow fat 
and brown. Fine that, yes, splendid, but 
I view it all in sadness; a selfish spirit 
to be sure. These houses are beautiful, 
but I love the wind-swept, grass-topped 
dunes, the golden rod and stunted cedar, 
with not a house in sight. It means the 
permanency of the wild things, the fish- 
ing and all as of yesterday, but alas! 
these houses, these works of civilization 
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spell good-bye to the happy hunting days. 

We gathered our traps and hurried up 
the walk, passing a pleasant word here 
and there to the neighbors who were still 
holding out to enjoy these golden autumn 
days. © Our cottage reached, into easy 
togs and then for supper. This is all 
great sport, this getting grub; it is part 
of the game, the satisfaction of self-re- 
liance. We fared well that night on hot 
biscuits, broiled fish and many _ other 
sion of the science of surf casting. To 
things, far too many in fact for we had 
to loosen belts! 

With grub out of the way and tackle 
rigged for the morrow, I lighted a pipe 
and strolled down to the beach to look it 
over. The night was perfect, not a cloud 
in the star-studded sky, a beautiful moon 
lighted up the ocean, just ruffled by a 
light southerly breeze. Not a sound ex- 
cept the steady pound of the combers as 
they curled, broke, then spent in spume 
up the beach. I wondered what those 
waters held; there must be striped bass 
out there just under the shelf of beach; 
the morrow would tell. 

It was on just such a night as this that 
Ed Morgan, who built a house down on 
the dunes at Montauk in order that he 
might be near the haunts of these coveted 
fish, came to a cove along the beach lit- 
erally packed full of bass; they were so 
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close he could have hooked them with a 
gaff; but ere he could get a rod and squid 
they were gone—but not all, for he labored 
home with one of sixty pounds. 

I came to and found my way back to 
camp with fond hopes for the morrow. 
Spencer was up and we fell to a discus- 
sion of the science of surf casting. To 
you followers of Izaak Walton whose 
conception of a surf angler is a man who 
goes down to the beach with a stout rod 
and heavy line, let me tell you that this 
game has been elevated to a science and 
is worthy of more serious thought, par- 
ticularly by that contingent of our sports- 
men who hold the taking of fish or game 
a mere incident of a trip. No less an 
authority than the indomitable La Branche 
has said, “Next to fly fishing for trout on 
our Eastern streams I consider surf cast- 
ing with the squid the highest accomplish- 
ment in angling art.” 

To be sure there is a charm to fresh 
water angling all its own. The environ- 
ment of the game appeals to one’s poetic 
fancy. There is a real charm to reward 
the angler who wades the brook in the 
spring when the trees are in their first 
flush of green, when the birds are sing- 
ing and where each bend in the stream, 
each nodk and pool holds a new enchant- 
ment. There is a something that appeals 
to our esthetic sense. But this surf game 
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PLAYING AN 8-LB. “BLUE” 
is different in that respect; there’s a cer- 
tain strenuousness about it that appeals 
to the race-man within us. To go down 
to the beach when the combers are piling 
high, when the gulls are screeching and 
hovering just over the point of the outer 
bar, that means “blues”; to have tackle 
that is the perfection of the rod-maker’s 
art; reel and line the best and finest to be 
had; to make the cast that must be done 
with all the power one has and yet with 
that delicacy of touch, accuracy ‘of time 
and distance that calls for fine skill and 
a nicety of judgment—there’s a satisfac- 
tion in the cast itself when well done, 
to say nothing of the possibility of a 
strike! That squid must land or rather 
drop at the point of the bar some two 
hundred and fifty or three hundred feet 
out, not ten or fifteen feet this side or 
you had better not cast at all, for your 
chances are small. It must be started back 
at once with a steady speed and then 
perhaps, if you're lucky—smash! the 
strike! and a skinned knuckle or two, and 
nine times out of ten no fish unless you’re 
quick, unless you’re sure to get him 
through that break just right. It’s great, 
and there’s a satisfaction in it that will 
set your blood a-tingling! 

I woke up next morning with the room 
a flood of sunshine. There was no hurry, 
though, the tide would not be up for hours 
down at the bar. We slipped down to the 
beach in nature’s garb and in we plunged 





with a dash. It was great, that 
water, clear, cold, exhilarating ; 
it was good to be alive! We 
were hungry for breakfast, grub 
had been taken on this trip, grub 
for healthy men; justice was 
done and more, and so we went 
forth, the inner man fortified. 

Rods were taken down and 
adjusted, handled with the care 
that bespeaks the man who loves 
his hobby. A few sandwiches, 
etc., a bottle of water, extra 
squids and tackle, and we were 
about ready for our trip down 
the beach. 

It’s four miles to the inlet, 
so we hit the beach where the 
tide had left it hard and the 
going was easy. On we went in 
single file and pairs with that blithesome 
spirit, that buoyancy that marks the ad- 
vent of a holiday, not of arduous work, 
mind you, but work of healthy pleasure. 

The surf rolled in with a steady rhythm, 
sparkling in the morning sunshine; up the 
beach flittered a flock of snipe, like an 
advance guard they kept just ahead; they 
seemed to know they were safe for we 
would come almost upon them, when up 
the beach they’d go a hundred yards then 
settle and feed again. Beyond nothing 
but a clear stretch of beach, and, at the 
end, that peculiar bank of vaporous mist 
like a mirage on the desert that beckons 
one on only to vanish and appear again 
miles ahead. 

We had covered quite a stretch of beach 
when Spencer remarked, ‘“Here’s where | 
got my first bass. You see it’s a splendid 
bit of water for surf casting. The action 
of the surf had cut out a piece of beach 
and formed an immense bowl with slews 
of water at high tide. I came along, just 
as we are now, except that the tide was 
up. I shot out a squid almost to the outer 
bar and started it in; most of the line had 
been recovered when I got a smash that 
most gave me heart failure, but he missed. 
I was all excitement for it was something 
big; out went that “Belmar” azain, clean 
to the bar, and in with the steady speed 
that so nicely imitates the action of a 
mullet, impeded in its progress as though 
maimed, and easy prey. I had despaired 











Surf Fishing Down Off Fire Island 








of the strike and was just about 
to lift the squid from the water 
when a streak shot through the 
coil of a breaker and he nailed 
it solid. There was no mistake 
this time; I could see the flash 
of sunlight on his red gills as 
his jaws closed upon it. Off he 
went over the outer bar, up the 
beach and down, in again and 
then out, until at last a favor- 
able break left him on _ the 
beach; 1 came down and slid 
him up further ; he was a beauty, 
about ten pounds, and just the 
right weight for lively action. 
It proved my contention,” he 
concluded, “that there are bass 














along the beach.” 

We shot out a few casts, but 
nothing doing for the tide was still fall- 
ing, so we picked up our truck and moved 
along to the inlet. 

We went on past the lighthouse that 
stood at the point of the Inlet when it 
was built some fifty or sixty years ago, 
but now there is three miles of beach 
beyond it. The life-saving station now 
came into view and when we reached it 
we all voted a rest. Some of the guards 
came down to see us; they were anxious 
to talk, and we heard much that was in- 
teresting, particularly about the bass for 
they are ever on the watch. They haul 
the net and it means money to them. They 
told us of slews full of bass, of hauls 
that brought them several hundreds of 
fish and of dollars. A fish story, you will 
say; I would that it were, but I know it 
to be true! 

A long, steady gait, and soon the white 
water of the Inlet could be seen; we 
struck up the pace and at last were at the 
big slew. We sat down to rest, to look 
it over and to contemplate; it was a beau- 
tiful stretch of water, the bar made up 
some three hundred feet out and gradually 
worked west until it joined the beach 
proper. 

There was little chance for fish as the 
tide was still falling and the outer bar 
was almost bare. Repeated casts in the 


slew were without result so we determined 
upon heroic measures; trousers were shed, 
bathing 


and in our canvas shoes and 





HOW ABOUT SOME MORE BAIT? 


trunks we waded out waistdeep and fur- 
ther until we could reach deep water be- 
yond the bar. Spencer was the first to 
score, he shot one out like a rocket, it 
hardly struck the water when he got a 
smash, up came Mr. Bluefish three feet in 
the air, shaking like a bulldog, then a 
dash and out again on his tail. 1 
into one now and then Ed.; imprecations 
were hurled back and forth to get out of 
the way, but there was no controlling 
them and so we trudged and floundered 
back to the beach and each landed his fish 
more by good fortune than skilful han- 
dling. They were all about eight pounds, 
strong, solid fish that had been living in 
the surf. 

We tried it again, out to the very edge, 
with the surf spraying over us completely. 
We stuck to it for a time, but it got to be 
too strenuous; the tide was making and 
we could hardly keep our feet so we 
scrambled for the beach. Spencer stuck to 
the last and got another fish. 

Up he went to the dry sand and the 
comfort of a newly kindled fire. The sun 
marked the hour of noon; the hour when 
those who labor eat, and so we ravaged 
the commissariat. 

Lunch finished, we stretched in the 
warmth of the early afternoon sun and 
watched the tide as it gradually covered 
the outer bars; on it roared, like the 
sound of a distant waterfall, swirling and 
churning into a vast expanse of snow- 
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“HE SHOT ONE OUT LIKE A ROCKET” 


white foam. The gulls were gathering in 
twos and threes, up and down the beach 
they sailed, but never far—a welcome sign 
the fish were there and they would gather 
a meal from the carnage. A venturesome 
fisherman in his dory chugged along just 
outside the bar, courting mishap as he 
rode high upon the crest of an incoming 
wave, hoping to take toll before the school 
passed over and into the slew. The small 
fry were gathering, seeking protection in 
the shallows as we could see by the pecul- 
iar ruffled surface and now and then a 
school would break in frantic effort to 
escape from some hidden foe. 

We wondered what could be causing the 
disturbance, repeated casts had failed of 
a strike and we knew the blue fish were 
not in close until finally that provincial 
resident of the rural deep, the plebeian 
flounder, broke and leaped clean above the 
surface. Upon closer observation we 
noted brown patches just under the sur- 
face and there before our eyes, to our 
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great interest and astonishment, was being 
enacted stratagem worthy of our most 
highly prized game fish. These humble 
flounders had propelled themselves to a 
position just a few inches beneath the 
surface where they would lay absolutely 
inert like a bunch of seaweed, when along 
would come a school of mullet; unsus- 
pecting this innocent brown patch would 
swim directly over it, when with a mighty 
convulsive leap our flounder would hurl 
himself among them, then up they’d go 
like an exploding mine, helter skelter in 
every direction, wondering what new man- 
ner of foe had come in their midst, and 
alas! when the clan would foregather 
they’d be minus one! 

We had become so absorbed in this 
tragedy that we’d quite forgotten our fish- 
ing, and much to our disgust noted that 
a stiff breeze had sprung up with the ris- 
ing tide; the water was already becom- 
ing discolored from the incessant pound- 

















A COUPLE OF 4-LB. BLUEFISH 











ing and it looked bad for further fishing; 
however, we cast the slew from one end 
to the other and added a few more to 
our catch. » The fish were lying off in the 
clearer water where they could better see 
and seek their food. They were there 
in numbers for the gulls were creating a 
great fuss, screeching and diving; but 
cast as we would we could not reach them. 
Occasionally the birds would swing in to- 
wards the beach and we knew the school 
was nearer, when out our squids would 
go and for a few moments the fight would 
wax fast and furious. Thus we went up 
the beach and then down, pell mell in this 
direction and then in that as a bunch of 
birds dipped in towards the beach and 
we made frantic efforts to get there in 
time. 

One incident I can remember distinctly 
as we stood on the beach watching the 
gyrations of the birds; a swirl appeared in 
the back wash as a “blue” took a mullet 
not twenty feet from us; we almost fell 
over one another in our efforts to get out 
a squid; Spencer happened to be in the 
position of advantage and got his out well 
ahead; it hardly struck before he had it; 
out he came on his tail and then in and up 
the beach, thrashing around like fury, 
but he was soon dispatched, stranded, flap- 
ping and snapping on the hard sand. It 
reminded me of “casting for the rise.” 

The breeze had been continually fresh- 
ening until it was now a small gale; fish- 
ing was most impossible, so we repaired 
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The day was drawing to 
a close and thoughts of our trip home 


up the beach. 


began to haunt me. I could hardly con- 
template it with that buoyancy of the 
morning, with four miles to go, the tide 
up and the going heavy in loose sand. 
This state of mind must have been mutual, 
for no one advanced the idea of home, 
even with all it implied. 

I chanced to look in the direction of 
the bay. A figure was advancing in sil- 
houette against the sky; it did not take 
long to make out the form of Chris., our 
boatman. The mast of his sloop could be 
made out just above a break in the dunes. 
We hailed him with joy, and ere he 
reached our midst we were ready to ac- 
company him back over the dunes and 
down into the hollows to the bay. Our 
good sloop was riding gently in a little 
cove just a cable length away. 

Two trips of the dory and we were all 
aboard. Chris. gave her a full sheet, and 
on the still rising tide she scudded along 
at a merry clip. The sun was now low 
in the western sky, all nature touched 
with its golden glow; a flock of coots 
passed in single file and slowly winged on 
up the bay. The wind dropped off, and 
so the majesty of a glorious day slowly 
ebbed and died like the last chords of an 
orchestral hymn. We drifted in on the 
last of the flood and in the gathering dusk 
made her fast at the dock; then in single 
file we trudged towards home. Our day 
was done. 
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Put Back the Little Ones 

HIS magazine has ever, by precept 
T and example, sought to further the 
spirit of true conservation in urging 

the practice of it at the fountainhead of 
life, among mothers and their young. This 
is a White Man’s World, though some’are 
trying to make it different just now, and 
the fundamental principle upon which that 
world is built is: Let the Women and 
Children live, no matter what else may 
suffer. “Give up your own life, if need 
be, in order that your son may have a 
chance to live his,” is a principle as sacred 
as Life itself. The Spartans made the 
mistake of all time when they ruthlessly 
slaughtered all who were not physically up 
to what they set as a standard; with the 
result that many a mental giant was 
stricken down among the “weaklings’— 
and—when the State needed brains it had 
nothing but brawn to serve it, and Sparta 
perished before the superior mental at- 
tainments of other nations who had not 
killed off their supposed weaklings. Na- 
ture is a dangerous force to tamper with. 
This is the season when, among our 
fishermen, the yearly caution to let the 
young fish and the spawning mother live 
is doubly needed, especially the caution to 
put back the little and the undersized; to 
put into practice the motto on the Camp- 
Fire Club’s chowder-pot, “Keep the Faith 
tho’ I go empty.” You often hear of such 
and such a lake bearing the reputation that 
it has not very many bass, but when you 
do get one he is a big fellow. Such a 
lake is far on the road to extinction as a 
bass water. The pickerel and the fisher- 
men, between them, have killed off all the 
young, never put back or spared any little 
fellow close to the legal limit, with the 
result that only the oldest and wariest 





(Continued on page 295) 





are left. These will and do spawn, to be 
sure, but the empty gap of plentiful young 
fish, half-grown ones, in the population is 
fatal, for these old fellows cannot be all 
over the lake at once to look after their 
young progeny, nor do they attempt it. 
There is no young, active blood to fight 
off the corresponding young pickerel, wa- 
ter snakes, and other enemies of the little 
bass, so they soon get killed out, while 
the very old ones survive until caught or 
otherwise made an end of. Soon the lake 
gets the reputation of being fished out, the 
resort keepers find business falling off, 
local anglers give up the sport and cease 
buying tackle, and the loss of that lake 
as a bass ground is felt throughout the en- 
tire outdoor world. 

Now, you never need a small bass for 
food so badly as to endanger the future 
fishing in that lake. Nor should a resort- 
keeper encourage the taking of big strings 
of small fish just over the legal limit. He 
can do much towards perpetuating the 
fishing around his place. A shake of the 
head, a few deprecatory remarks, uttered 
good-naturedly so as not to offend his cus- 
tomer, of course, but still showing his 
disapproval, will soon find an echo among 
the higher-minded of his angler guests, 
and then the small fish hog, the man who 
never thinks of putting anything back 
over the legal limit, will soon find the 
sentiment of that camp against him, and 
may even find that there is something 
wrong with his point of view, in fact, and 
come to change his ways. 

You as an angler, and you as a resort- 
keeper, owe it as a duty to the fish life 
cf your favorite lake, and to the future 
of your place, to voice your disapproval 
of the catcher of big strings of little fish. 
It doesn’t take much to build up the right 
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PART IV 


HUNTING THE BIG-HORN, MULE-DEER AND 
BEAR 


T the very start Ned took the lead. 
A Slowly we commenced to climb the 

huge mountain at the base of 
which stood our camp. <A few hun- 
dred yards gained and we stopped for 
the first breather. I watched the grey 
divide go red, and the pallor of dawn 
grow to gold, which smote the grey bil- 
lowing mist banks, filling the valley be- 
low and turned them to a sea of crimson 
splendor. On we went again, clamber- 
ing upward, up, always up; there really 
seemed no end to the great peak. As we 
proceeded the rarefied air and steepness 
compelled us to pause more often. The 
valley now spread far below. 

I was just trying to figure out how far 
above timber line we were, and if Art 
was watching us from camp with the 
glasses, when I spied Ned out of the cor- 
ner of my eye, worming on upward again. 

At last we reached the top. Ned, with 
hat off, looked carefully over the ridge, 
then adjusting the glasses commenced to 
sweep the country round about. Sud- 
denly he looked my way and flashed me 
an animated grin. I thought Ned was 
laughing at me on account of my being 


a bit jaded after the awful climb, but 
who would not be tired—other than the 
indomitable Ned. “I see sheep,” mur- 
mured Ned dreamily. ‘“How many?” I 
questioned. Ned counted up to eight. 
“No rams?” I interposed. “All rams,” 
he announced. 

“Look here, Ned, if you don’t stop jol- 
lying me I’ll fall off this mountain.” 

“Look for yourself,’ was his answer. 

They were a grand sight, those rams— 
even if they were on the next mountain, 
each one a picture, the perfection of dig- 
nity and grace. In a little grassy pocket 
they were feeding near the foot of a 
perpetual snow-drift; from this drift 
trickled a little stream. This made an 
ideal spot for the sheep as they were not 
compelled to descend to the valley for 
water. Between nibbles they would raise 
their heads, scan the country for a min- 
ute, then return to their grazing. 

There was one which stood alone— 
aloof, a sentinel he seemed, for he never 
appeared to relax his vigilance. Perhaps 
he was the biggest sheep in all the world, 
perhaps I was going to outwit him there 
on his own ground. Again, it might 
come to pass that I would fail utterly. 
As he stood he seemed to defy the whole 
world and all in it to get by the dead- 
line, so to speak, without his knowing of 
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NED AND THE BIG RAM 


the approach long in advance and thus 
being enabled to foil any possible ad- 
versary. I have no doubt he had played 
and won times innumerable at this very 
game. So it was with no novice we had 
to deal—and there fourteen other 
eyes to help, to say nothing of their 
delicate nostrils. 

Ned and I stripped for action and 
mapped out our plans for the long stalk. 
It was a man’s sized job; meant climbing 
up or down all day, no water until we 
either bagged or lost the coveted game. 
Ned judged it would be mid-afternoon be- 
fore we should be able to crawl up to 
leeward and within range of the sheep. 
provided they did not leave the mountain- 
side they were on. A rapid detour to the 
east we made, then over the mountain 
and half way down its side, rimming 
the great basin on a jumble of loose 
rock which took just four hours of the 
hardest foot-work I ever experienced. 
This brought us to an outcropping crest 
and on the north side of the same moun- 
tain the rams were on. 

Here the real stalk commenced in dead 
earnest. Ned, with hat removed, 
one more look with the glasses. “They 


were 


took 
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are still in the same spot, wind 
just right, but there is one thing 
that may spoil it all,” observed 
Ned. “Little or no cover to 
work up behind. We've got to 
crawl the whole distance, about 
500 yards; are you ready?” 
asked Ned. 

I was both ready and anxious 
to get into action, being spurred 
on with the hope of getting a 
huge pair of sheep horns, and 
the bright expectation of com- 
pletely demoiishing that fancy 
pie of Art’s. 

On all fours we 
taking advantage of 
cover could be found. Slowly, 
foot by foot, we advanced, 
knowing that the slightest ex- 
posure would have been ob- 
served. After three hours of 
this most difficult stalking, as 
often we would lie prone for 
minutes waiting for the band to 
resume feeding, we reached a 
depression that was less than 200 yards 
from the sheep. From here we proceeded 
much after the manner of two reptiles— 
that is, stomach-wise. Pushing my gun in 
advance, I would then draw myself up to 
it much as an angleworm draws up his 
tail. By keeping perfectly flat, the un- 
evenness of the ground kept us from view, 
but just the merest lifting of the head 
would now be quickly detected, for I knew 
without looking we could not be more than 
50 or 60 yards from them. 

Then that moment arrived where the 
real thrill of hunting comes in. There 
was a succession of muffled thuds and 
the clinking of loose stones. Ned and I 
jumped to our feet. It was really a grand 
sight to see those eight rams bounding 
along the mountain in great magnificent 
leaps. They seemed scarcely to touch the 
ground. 

“Get that big one before he turns,” said 
Ned, “he’s the one.” Echoing back from 
those ancient frowning ramps came the 
bark of the rifie. Seven wonderfully nim- 
ble rams were making up over the high 
peak, and one grand prize—ihe big dark 
one—lay still at the base. Climbing down 
to where the ram had lodged, we photo- 


proceeded, 
whatever 
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graphed, measured and skinned 
him. His horns measured 174 © 
inches in basal circumference, # 
spread 23 inches, and length of @& 
horn 34. We judged the age @ 
of the ram to be over fourteen —& 
years. According to Roland 6 
Ward's record of big game this } 
was the fifth largest ram ever 
killed. “I hope you won’t be 
too tired to eat that pie when 
you get back to camp to-night!” 
remarked Ned. 

Dawn found us in a world of 
white that yesterday had been 
green, for all night it had been 
snowing. It was bitterly cold 
and the snow lay inches deep, 
filling the great forests around 
with silence and with mystery. 
Great clogging flakes still sifted 
down gently, zig-zagging 
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through the air like feathers 
drifting and wandering. <A 
deathly hush _ pervaded that 


mountain vastness and through 

the veiled grey light of early day loomed 
the ghostly peaks, monstrous, mute and 
sullen, 

Ned had not the slightest difficulty in 
convincing me it was a poor day to move 
camp, and a most excellent one to com- 
plete the unfinished work on the scalps 
and skulls—and what was more to the 
point with me, to have a whole day’s rest, 
most welcome after the exertions of the 
day before. 

On the day that followed the sun shone 
brightly from a clear sky and the snow 
on the slopes lay like sheets of diamonds 
under the play of the brilliant sun’s rays. 
The trees, all mantled in white, sparkled 
and glittered in the intense white light, 
as if studded with millions of fiery dews. 
On this delightfully clear morning, crisp 
with tonic frost, we journeyed with the 
outfit several miles downstream. We 
pitched our camp at the edge of one of 
those open spaces which, be they large or 
small, are known in the west as parks. 
The country surrounding appeared to be 
a most likely section for muledeer, due to 
the many open parks and glades, with 
an abundance of feed. From this camp it 
was our object to hunt the mule-deer, 


In Haunts of Wyoming Game 


PORE Fis FRAME Oe 














eh eRe 


pte eS 
ee _ 





A FINE TEN-POINT MULE-DEER 


Most of our eastern sportsmen are fa- 
miliar with the Virginia or white-tailed 
deer; but the mule-deer they have not had 
the same opportunity to observe, owing 
to the fact that his range is far to the 
west. It would seem not amiss then, at 
this point, to cite some of this animal’s 
characteristics and range. Next to the 
wapiti and moose the mule-deer is the 
largest of our American Cervidae. Their 
limbs are larger and coarser than those 
of the white-tailed deer and they are less 
agile and elastic in their movements; also 
less graceful in form. Their large dispro- 
portioned ears very probably suggested the 
name of mule-deer. The most striking 
difference between the white-tailed deer 
and the mule-deer is in the antlers. 

With the mule-deer the tines from the 
main beam divide and form a Y, whereas 
in the white-tailed deer the tines from the 
main beam are seldom ever found to di- 
vide. 

The mule-deer was first discovered by 
Lewis and Clark on September 18, 1804, 
in latitude 42 degs. on the Missouri River, 
who then called it the black-tailed deer. 
On May 31, 1805, they discovered the 
black-tailed deer—on the Columbia River, 












“DAWN FOUND US IN 
In the Rocky Mountains, where the true 
black-tailed deer is not known, it is still 
referred to as the black-tailed deer. On 
the Pacific Coast, where it is found on 
the same range as the Columbia black- 
tailed deer, it is known by its true name, 
the mule-deer, by which it is also recog- 
nized by naturalists. 

The most natural home of the mule- 
deer is in the mountains, but before the 
settling up of the country it frequented 
the great plains. West of the Rocky 
Mountains this species of deer is met with 
in many localities. In the Coast Range 
north of San Francisco it is almost en- 
tirely replaced by the Columbia River 
black-tailed deer. In Oregon, Washing- 
ton and British Columbia the mule-deer 
is met with, but they are not as numer- 
ous in these localities as in the Rockies 
further east. 

All the wild folk of the night were 
hurrying home to bed. The pale ruby 
light in the east said so, and more; it 
bespoke the advent of another clear, crisp 
morning. While the sky was still red with 
sunrise, Ned and I rode out of camp. Our 
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A WORLD OF WHITE” 


hopes were high, for on the earth’s white 
covering the wild creatures would write 
plainly their ways—tracks, the silent lan- 
guage of the wilderness. 

“Fine tracking snow for deer,” re- 
marked Ned as we zigzagged up the 
mountain. Before reaching the top we 
found many tracks of our various four- 
footed friends. We at once came upon 
numerous deer tracks, but as usual the big 
buck for which we were searching was 
not among them. Then there was the 
track of an ambitious little mink who had 
evidently surprised and overpowered some 
small animal less formidable than himself, 
for there were little dots of scarlet close 
by his trail, and an indication of some- 
thing having been dragged along by him. 

Well defined in the snow we found the 
human-like impress where an old black 
bear had trod the evening before. Look- 
ing across a little swale we spied a big 
doe lying down on the sunny side of a 
slope, enjoying the warmth of the morn- 
ing sun, her big ears cocked forward and 
forming that V shape so familiar to every 
deer hunter. 
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Further we came smack upon another 
track. We reined up while I looked down 
upon it in silent wonderment mingled with 
admiration, recalling pleasant days gone 
by when I had hunted this animal per- 
sistently and in the end successfully—one 
of the real crafty silent and treacherous 
prowlers of the night, the greatest de- 
stroyer of the deer family we have, and 
most generally referred to as the mountain 
lion. 

“Want. to 
Ned. 

“We might take up his trail and see 
what happens,” I suggested. 

After following the direction the lion 
had taken for a quarter of a mile, his 
trail turned up and disappeared amid a 
steep slant of rocks where the wind had 
bared its sides of snow. Here we turned 
back to take up our original quest. 

Gaining the top of the ridge we brought 
the glasses into play, which failed to re- 
veal any sign of life. Then we descended 
to the valley and were again swayed from 
our purpose by taking up the trail of a 


follow the critter?” asked 
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grizzly made the night before. For three 
hours we carefully and silently dogged 
the foot-prints of the bear. When at 
last late afternoon found us many miles 
from camp we decided to direct our 
course back to the tents again. 

On the day following we were hard 
at it again. About mid-afternoon we 
dismounted to hunt through a likely look- 
ing strip of woods on foot. We came 
upon the fresh tracks of two bucks and 
had followed them up less than a hundred 
yards when they broke cover and went 
bounding over a crest to the right. The 
rearmost buck carried the best antlers 
and at him I fired, worked the bolt and 
tried again as he disappeared over the 
rise. 

“Your fingers are cold, you can’t shoot,” 
said Ned. Then he laughed outright. 
“Don’t worry,” he added, “that buck has 
embarked upon a journey from which 
there is no return.” And he had, for we 


found a fine ten-point buck lying all stark 
and still on the opposite side of the crest. 
“Well, Mr. Lucky Hunter,” said Ned, 
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“you’ve bagged everything now your li- 
cense allows with the exception of a bear. 
We must get a bear, it makes a good 
ending for a story.” Then I caught the 
merest suggestion of a mischievous twin- 
kle in Ned’s grey eyes, and there was 
just a little curl at the corners of his 
full round lips. 

“Ned, I accuse you of having one tied 
up somewhere around here, or if not, 
what is it that makes you look so sus- 
piciously wise,” I questioned. 

“T didn’t roll what was left of that last 
elk you killed under the big spruce tree 
for nothing,” was the reply, “I am fig- 
uring,’ Ned went on, “that by now there 
is at least one bear getting mighty easy 
pickings around said elk, and I was figur- 
ing we might interrupt his bearship long 
enough to relieve him of his fur coat.” 

Leaving Art in charge of the camp and 
remainder of the horses, Ned and I, with 
one pack horse loaded with provisions 
for a couple of days, and my little A tent, 
set off up the mountainside to the north, 
intending to camp near where I had 
brought down the last elk. 

We climbed the face of the lofty ridge 
that arose like a gigantic roof two miles 
and a half from base to summit. Along 
the backbone of the ridge we journeyed, 
then dropped down to a little patch of 
spruce where we pitched our tent some- 
thing less than a quarter mile from where 
we intended to watch the remains of the 
elk. It was about three o’clock in the 
afternoon, too early for the evening vigil, 
so we climbed a lilttle crest, then directed 
our course down through the slope of 
woods where we had jumped the elk a 
week previous and bagged the big stag 
whose remains now lay a little further 
on and to one side of the thick woods. 
Our idea was to look in the snow and 
see if any fresh bear tracks had been 
made without going up to the carcass, 
and thus avoid leaving any scent there- 
abouts. 

To find fresh bear tracks meant tha 
we had good reason to expect success, 
and we found them—not one track but 
two—both large, but one was more than 
large, it was monstrous. Ned put the 
tape on this big track and it measured 
just fourteen inches from nail to heel. 
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“Some grizzly,” whispered Ned, “about 
as big as they grow.” We hurried back 
to camp for an early supper so that we 
would be in good time for the evening’s 
watch. An hour before dark Ned and I 
stationed ourselves about a hundred yards 
from the carcass at the edge of the woods. 
We silently watched, hoping to see at any 
moment one of the big dark forms loom 
above the bait in the wan light of the 
deep forest gloom. Great clouds banked 
up, the air grew chill. It was a silent, 
weird and dismal spot. The thin opaque 
light, receding and dimming slowly, faded 
into inky blackness. Night had come. 
We returned to camp. 

About midnight we were awakened by 
terrific claps of thunder, then the rain 
poured down and beat with resounding 
smacks upon the little tent. Between the 
appalling flashes of lightning followed 
by a deafening roar of thunder, the gale 
would sweep screaming and raging down 
the mountain as if it were bent upon -up- 
rooting even the giants of the forest. 
Then it would drop to a shrill whistle, 
pause, screech out again—then die away 
in an unearthly moan only to repeat it- 
self all over again. 

“Funny weather,’ observed Ned, but 
really I failed to see anything funny about 
it. I had worked down in my sleeping 
bag so far I think I would have come 
through the other end if it had not been 
laced down. Then came the most terrific 
crash of all. 

“Hear that cute little one?” asked Ned. 

“No, I didn’t hear anything,’ I mur- 
mured under the blankets. “I’m supposed 
to be dead.” 

“Strangest weather I ever saw,” Ned 
cogitated, “we’ve had hail, snow, rain and 
wind, all in the last few days. Now 
we've got a little music for a change.” 

“If they’re playing that music for me, 
Ned, they can stop,’ I suggested. The 
storm finally passed on and we dozed off 
to sleep ‘again to the mutterings of dis- 
tant thunder. 

Just as the first steel cold glint of dawn 
touched the scarred tree-trunks Ned and 
I resumed our post of the evening before. 
We watched the grey dawn grow to day 
and the red sun on the mountain burst, 
igniting the peaks to flame. The early 











hours of day were clear but heavy clouds 
rolling up in the west attested that the 
storm king had not yet passed. In the dim 
dawn light we had seen a fox and two 
coyotes visit the carcass of the elk and 
depart, but no darksome form resembling 
a bear had we glimpsed. 

There was nothing to do now but return 
to camp and await the hour to take up 
the evening watch. Four-thirty arrived 
and we again started down through that 
big woods where the huge ancient coni- 
fers cast an overpowering  windless 
shadow which lay thick, as if no sound 
had ever jarred it. Giant trees uprooted 
showed in dull-colored shape like mon- 
strous snakes uncouth and contorted. We 
tip-toed carefully and without noise to 
the spot where the bait could be viewed, 
to wait and watch. 

An ominous pall of gloom seemed to 
settle over all those vast frowning moun- 
tains and a loneliness, still and wistful, 
with a feeling of death prevailed. In 
a word it was uncanny. The sky was 
overcast and laden with big black threat- 
ening clouds. The distant mutterings of 
thunder seemed to be chanting a death 
song. There was a heavy feeling, heavy 
as lead, in the air and the least noise 
could be heard from afar. An owl that 
had been hooting was still now. Nothing 
moved, nothing stirred. All the world 


held its breath and death seemed to hover 
about, waiting to pounce. 

is when thunder stalks 
lightning 


Thus it often 


abroad. An evil tongue of 
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northern 


the 
heavens, and the thunders grumbled again. 
Suddenly it seemed as if the very spirit 
of the place had taken substance, and was 
moving among the inert tangle of trunks 


licked across the pall of 


and roots. A massive form, dull-brown 
in color, with heavy shapeless limbs, and 


head held low, came picking its way 
stealthily along with a _ loose-jointed 
gait. At the carcass he paused—the snick 


of the safety being released on the 
Mauser caused him to raise his head. 
Then the silence of that ancient glen was 
outraged by the report of the rifle, and 
the big brown bear, for such he proved 
to be, lay all a heap and lifeless. 

“This bear about fills your license,” 
said Ned, “you can go home now and 
write that story.” 

I didn’t answer, something in my throat 
choked off the words. I was watching a 
big husky sun on the horizon, wallowing 
deep amid the clouds, all washed in colors 
of port wine, crimson and gold. Then as 
day went tiptoeing off and the pallid grey 
of dusk came creeping over those vast 
billowing mountains, they seemed to 
shrink and take form. No longer were 
they vast, peaceful and mute, but now 
grim, square blocks of grey stone. Down 
in their canyons were no babbling streams 
but in their stead narrow streets swarm- 
ing with people, trolley cars and autos, and 
filled with the rush and din of a big city. 

I was just a bit sad—that was why | 
did not answer Ned, for my hunt had ter- 
minated with the passing of the day. 








END 




















“ESTIMATING BY EXPERIENCE THE LENGTH OF LINE REQUIRED, I ROSE AND HOOKED A FISH” 


TAKING SALMON IN UPSALQUITCH 
WATERS 


By DOUGLAS WETMORE CLINCH 


woodsmoke, pine tar and camphor. 

My moccasined feet, catlike in their 
movement, seemed literally to feel their 
way over the beach. To my rear, crouched 
by the fire, was the essential companion, 
while, resting lance-like against the tent, 
my rod awaited. At the moment a “blue- 
back” broke water and a hatful of foam, 
which a moment previous had been riding 
listlessly, became effervescent. Four sea- 
sons had passed and at last the Upsal- 
quitch had been revisited since I had 
leaned back in a canoe, while scimitar- 
shaped at my feet had rested half a dozen 
salmon. If I remember rightly, Jimmie 
Waters swore, softly, for in our heart had 
been a great content. About us the waters 
of the Nor’west Upsalquitch gurgled soft- 
ly, while out of the intangible, tingling 
North something had come to greet us. 
Across two thousand miles of continent I 


ie my nostrils was a composite odor of 


had again felt it, all that afternoon we had 
poled, five miles from Upsalquitch Station. 
Earlier still I had left Campbellton on the 
Intercolonial Railway, a sunrise on Bay 
Chaleur, and a certain distrust of cities. 
A transient, disconsolate mosquito 
hummed by my ear—verily it was good to 
be back! 

Henry “Tena” Arseneau, of sundry 
hamlets and habits brought me back to 
earth again—and supper. I had engaged 
him earlier in the forenoon at the union 
stipend, and Henry was conscientious. 
My “How To” stuff had never reached 
him. Incidentally, Henry was a persuader 
of a subtle sort. Raw, awkward food be- 
came transformed at his touch. Brandy- 
hued was his tea, satisfying his potatoes, 
sustaining and to be desired his bacon with 
its “smoke taste.” And I hadn’t juggled 
a tea-spoon in two blessed seasons and 
thereupon it was my privilege to ponder. 














But Henry’s mind wandered in the di- 
rection of rocks. He coveted one for an 
anchor. Our Gaspé canoe had adopted a 
rope and pulley and soon, with said rock 
on board, we were bobbing in the current. 
As Henry reclined, after the Roman din- 
ing custom which Eastern fishing guides 
consider essential while a “sport” is cast- 
ing, he grunted, “Heap loosem anchor— 
plenty.” And, remote as possible from 
anything resembling leisure, I began to 
cast. 

And it had been two score moons since 
my forefingers had felt the vibrating 
thrust of a two-handed rod as the heavy, 
undulating line straightened out. And 
Henry was polite. Occasionally he ven- 
tured wisdom of an availing, ductile na- 
ture and I steadfastly improved. Neither 
did I require a long line as, in canoe cast- 
ing for salmon, has been my experience. 
It was in fact while reeling in that I had 
my first rise. This fish had come some 
distance, from some place down stream, 
where he had been, no doubt, fanning his 
tail into the current. It was necessary, 
therefore, to allow him time to return 
before, with a short line, I began casting 
again. Gradually unreeling with my left 
hand, I found that the current swept my 
fly well out and over where he had moved. 
A foot short I missed him the second 
time. In all, inside of a half hour, I be- 
stirred three similar fish from their lairs, 
hooking only one long enough to arouse 
a too briefly lingering enthusiasm, as, from 
the beach, I played him. There were “ris- 
ing fish” in the pool, however, which 
served as an essential attraction. 

As we beached and drained our canoe 
it was dark, sufficiently so to arouse 
Henry’s interest as I lit the acetylene 
lamp and unfolded to his delight, the 
roof of my “comfort pocket.” And we 
were tired. Above us, swift and noise- 
less in the night, their white-spotted 
wings showing, were night hawks. The 
hum of the brook droned on. 

With the afterlight of dawn there was 
mist. In great fluffy clouds it swept low 
over the water. At such times we cared 
not to cast and so casually mastered our 
breakfast. As Henry hovered over the 
fire I squatted on the beach to wash. 
The water, cold and _ foam-flecked, 
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bleached hands and face an _ esthetic 
white, dispersing as I rinsed my hair the 
last brain cobwebs. Even the coarse 
towel felt grateful and as I approached 
the fire and warmed a plate, good com- 
radeship seemed almost tangible, and, 
even though a “lad” broke water, to drop 
back with a careless splash, we only 
packed our tobacco the tighter. The en- 
tire glorious day and all that it might 
contain in blessings was ahead of us. 

For the first dropper I chose a No. 6 
Silver Grey. Estimating by experience 
the length of line required, I rose and 
hooked a fish. Immediately Henry was 
all instructions. “Easy, dere, keep you’ tip 
up!” (As if I hadn't.) “That’s it; good!” 
as I stepped ashore to drop the tip while 
a ten-pounder came clear of the water, 
well hooked. And for twenty minutes it 
was on. The old spine-tingling sensa- 
tion was resurrected, all else forgotten. 
Even Henry assumed the blasé as, net in 
hand, he loitered near. Occasionally 
there were other “smacks” on the pool 
which, if anything, hastened our landing. 
Rod up, I crept back; net submerged, 
Henry stepped into the water. “Splash!” 
We had him! In a scant half-hour his 
mate. ° 

We now dropped beyond the nearest 
bend in the river to deeper water, almost 
on the edge of the falls through which 
in the previous evening we had poled. 
It was gratifying to even contemplate 
those falls, without question the hardest 
poling on the river. It seemed that they 
should pay their toll. Incidentally the 
strong sunshine clothed them with jubi- 
lant attire. Even though past the hour 
of strictly morning casting, we were dom- 
inated by a trespassing spirit, the setting 
at naught of regulations. Sunshine or 
not, there was a rebellious eddy on the 
north bank which it would have been a 
sacrilege to have missed. 

Meanwhile Henry toyed with his canoe 
pole as part of the day’s work. Satis- 
fied, finally, with a suitable dropping spot 
for his anchor rope, he squatted and 
puffed wisdom. With a “thunk” the last 
foot of the anchor rope became taut, 
as rising in the still veering craft 1 
unreeled. The glamour of the sunshine 
transformed the gorge until it seemed to 
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scintillate in a heavy swirl parted reck- 
lessly on a boulder. My freshly filled 
pipe puffed doubly reassuring. 

Cast by cast my leader ventured near 
a rock where the whole force of the 
current seemed to wreck itself. Bob- 
bing with its sweep the No. 6 was sucked 
under and the line straightened out. For 
a few seconds only I remained standing, 
and then, with a grin nothing short of 
heathenish, sat down! “I thought so,” 
chuckled Henry, as upstream he pushed 
that [ might have a fair chance. This 
fish, I thought, was a big one and also 


at one time that he would run down 


“ONLY TWELVE POUNDS, BUT—!” 


through the rapids, where, of course, we 
would have had to follow him. “No 
fear!” murmured Henry. “Ah—that’s 
the way!” for clear of the water the 
salmon came, to find my checkmating rod 
tip dropped at the psychological second. 
Twice, thrice, four times was there a 
spray splattering; in all, forty minutes of 
fight, punctuated by breaks, runs and 
(from Henry) warwhoops and commands. 
Without towing through several rapids 
we could not go ashore, so eventually 
Henry scapped up all the twelve pounds 





Field and Stream 


of that salmon in over the bows of the 
Gaspé. Only twelve pounds but ! 

At the Camp Pool we added a fair 
grilse, making four fish for the morning’s 
work. 

Four miles above Two Brooks 
where we intended that night to stop. 
Therefore, after lunch we packed our 
rigging and commenced canoe poling. 
Sore from the previous day’s work it was 
strenuous. My arms and shoulders ached. 
“Tena,” however, spread good humor over 
the entire scenery. It seemed as if that 
man knew every pool on that river since 
its christening and wherever we tarried to 
try flies Henry addressed the rapids in 
a manner little short of imperative. And 
as a result we killed one other salmon at 
the “Ice House” Pool. Then, through 
backwater and eddy, darkened beach and 
ledge, we drove the canoe slowly. Ever 
and again I, after the Roman fashion 
aforesaid, relaxed in the bow as Henry 
sought out an anchorage. 

With the next morning the pondering 
weather passed and its place was taken by 
rollicking, clear days which lasted for a 
week. With muscles now suppling we 
poled that afternoon to the camp at 
Crooked Rapids, having the whole ex- 
panse of stream and shore line to our- 
selves. Toward evening we turned into 
an almost lake-like expanse below the 
Rapids, and it was restful to put aside the 
poles and throw our shoulders into the 
Indian stroke of the paddles. I had killed 
and lost salmon in 1910 at Crooked Rapids 
and as we approached the lower sweep 
Henry suggested that I trek along the 
shore, work up to the head of the pool 
and cast. It was a crisp evening, dom- 
inated by a contented looking sunset, 
which, despite the fact that the wind had 
totally died away, filtered through scant 
swisps of chiffon-like clouds suspended 
just above the greenwoods. It was good 
to walk, after the long day in the canoe, 
and as my moccasins mumbled their way 
over the gravel my progress seemed prodi- 
gal. Below and to my left as I cast 
Henry turned the canoe into the undu- 
lating current which drowned the “click” 
of the pole. The strong water carried 
my line well out, making possible the 
longest cast ever, and the Odgen-Smith 
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rod seemed a conscious, living thing. And 
that night we slept again by the rhythm 
ef water. 

From the railway we were now 14 
miles, with our destination, the Forks, 5 
miles above. Therefore, on Friday morn- 
ing before we passed Cooksie Beach I had 
hooked after breakfast several salmon, 
losing them all. At Puncheon Bar, two 
miles above, we lingered. Here the fishing 
was after my own heart, as, despite the 
length of my rod, I had to wade to my 
hips to reach the further end of the pool. 
We had up to this time used No. 6 hooks, 
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The lunch which followed was in no 
way different from a thousand others 
where true democracy, flavored with 
blague and badinage, flourishes. Withal 
Henry’s conscientiousness remained and I, 
therefore, had no scruples in instantly re- 
laxing as after the last pint of tea he 
cleaned up. Shortly: we would reach the 
Forks and alas! the pipe seemed particu- 
larly mellow! At four o'clock, for the 
last time, that day the canoe was drained 
and beached. 

At the Forks the Southeast and North- 
west Upsalquitch form one long, deep 








“TO REQUIRE IN LANDING ALL OF TWENTY-FIVE MINUTES” 


but I now changed to a Jock Scott No. 8. 
On the very limit of my cast I hooked a 
“blue-back,” the August-run fish, which, 
coming up the Restigouche, enter only the 
Upsalquitch. A number of times he broke 
beautifully, to require in landing fully 
twenty-five minutes. With the ledge back- 
ground, broad expanse of pool and purring 
rapids, the setting was ideal and _inci- 
dentally by this time Henry had admitted 
me to the inner chamber of his particular 
friends, 


pool, which, ever widening, legend says 
has no depth. In 1910 we had found that 
even the reflection of a tent pitched too 
near would drive the salmon upstream or 
far out into the deep water. Equally 
strange, it was imperative to cast from 
the shore or by wading. You might try 
from a canoe, retire unrewarded, and yet 
wade out forthwith and hook fish. The 
large swing of the river here is one in- 
calculable delight. At your ease you 
change from left to right hand casting 














TOWING AN OUTFIT ON THE UPSALQUITCH 


without any danger of a fouled backcast, 
and at all times the swirl of the river 
allows for the essential taut line which 
the schooled salmon fisherman covets. Be- 
low the beach is ideal for playing and 
landing any sized fish without stirring up 
the outer water where most of the rest 
lie. 

I had out about fifty feet of line when 
something happened. Seemingly I had 
hooked to a thunderbolt. For a while the 
scream of the reel refused to abate. Keep- 
ing my tip up I stumbled, as fast as bare 
feet would allow, on the sand. 

“Zing—smack!” and a golden ball of 
surcharged energy flung itself clear of the 
water while I yelled inadequately at 
Henry, “Gee, man! this is worth the whole 
trip; come over!” Then out toward the 
strong water that fish raced again, came 
clear, found the essential slack which de- 
nied him tension, and I grinned as the 
heathens of fiction are wont. And again, 
down my spine, a tingling, scintillating 
something hummed. And for upwards of 
three-quarters of an hour it was so. And 
then with a casualness which bespoke 
confidence in his pupil Henry sauntered 
forth and in two foot of water the net 
went under. 

Unmindful of other rising fish we un- 
packed to linger over supper. Meanwhile 


the air, tempered by the Indian summer, 
assumed that satisfying hallowness which 
the moose hunter covets as his own. 
Strolling back to the beach for the even- 
ing fishing I pondered on the glory of it 
all, to pause as, from below, sounded the 
never-to-be-forgotten “click” of a setting 
pole. Bending to its sweep a lean canoe 
bobbed into view and shortly there grated 
on the beach the bow of a hand-fashioned 
poplar dugout, manned by a facsimile of 
St. Nicholas. In a manner I now know 
to be the forerunner of good things, Henry 
smiled as I shook hands with John Har- 
ris, seventy-seven come April, who that 
day, alone, had poled up from the settle- 
ments. From beneath the canoe bow came 
forth a biscuit box, containing one child- 
sized blanket, one fry pan, a tin pint and 
“biling” kettle. With some salt pork and 
pilot biscuit, salt and molasses his “rig- 
gin’” was complete. At least the rest of 
it was smiles; a plain silver ring, which 
glinted cordially as he sliced his tobacco; 
one deep chest, and a pair of brown eyes 
which twinkled. 

As the evening seemed to stretch itself 
out into an intangible stillness I hooked 
and landed two more salmon. At least 
Henry hooked one and taxed me with its 
play but for my part it sufficed just to 
listen to John Harris chuckle as he be- 
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gan to reminisce against the fading back- 
ground of the afterglow. Even with our 
second fish running out over fifty yards, 
not feet but yards of line, my composure 
was imperturbable. We might have to run 
downstream after that fish but John Har- 
ris would have had to come along, and, 
therefore, content was mine. Finally 
steering him for the bank the next run 
brought him twice his length clear ashore, 
where John Harris forthwith pounced 
upon him and the pride of Henry was a 
calculable, potent thing. 

Saturday was equally satisfying. Los- 
ing three salmon I landed three others. 
The water now showed signs of the fine 
weather. Numberless salmon rose, but 
would not take the fly. Only a rain and 
the consequent raise of water could re- 
store the fishing. To vary things a bit 
Henry and myself ran down to Cooksie 
to try, back at a bog of the same name, 
for some deer and moose pictures. I had 
along my old Reflex fitted with the Protar 
and a Dallmeyer telephoto. At the settle- 
ment they had assured me the moose were 
vain to the point of lingering and would 
undoubtedly pose. Therefore as the sun 
dried the dew I was nine-tenths anticipa- 
tion as we hummed merrily along to the 
“thunk” of Henry’s paddle. It was a 
sombre day as we plunged into the forest, 
passed hard wood ridges, listless ferns, and 
rapidly yellowing foliage. On schedule 
bent, Henry pressed on. At suitable in- 
tervals we threw ourselves on our backs, J 
to recover my wind, Henry to think of a 
another story. 

Cooksie Bog I found to be a small mud- 
hole on the northwest side of a gulch, 


overgrown with willows and swale and 
dotted with the skeletons of pines. 
Through the center a brook trickled, while 
on either side, covered with greenwoods, 
were two hills. On the northwest side, by 
circuitous paths, odd moose and deer drift+ 
ed in to feed. Hunters from the settle- 
ments had erected a blind at the only point 
where the boghole was visible without the 
game getting their wind at a range of 
about two hundred yards. 

I endeavored to photograph from a 
crow-nest, which at considerable risk of 
limb we erected. In all I photographed 
some half-dozen deer at this range with 
the telephoto but only in the afternoon 
after the sun had topped the further 
hill. 

Monday was the last day of the season 
we had at the Rapids. Despite the low 
water | hooked three salmon. 

I had No. 6 double hooks, but the com- 
bination of strong water and the softness 
of the fish’s mouth at this season—or pos- 
sibly the percentage of losses which goes 
with all salmon fishing—prevented my 
landiig any of them. Tuesday at the 
Forks we poled to the Flying Eddy on the 
northwest branch. But for a grilse that 
evening we would have been skunked. 
But withal the northwest Upsalquitch is 
satisfying. Its tiny mountains literally 
abut the river’s edge, and to run through 
its long shadows of mountain-hid sun was 
something I had coveted. With a seem- 
ingly pensive understanding the forest 
folk assumed an almost tangible presence. 
I think Henry was conscious of this for 
at long intervals no words passed be- 
tween us. 


CHAS. ASKINS, ACKNOWLEDGED AMERICAN MASTER OF 
THE TECHNIQUE OF SHOTGUNS AND WING SHOOTING, HAS 
WRITTEN US A SERIES ON LEARNING TO BE A WING SHOT, 
THE FIRST CHAPTER BEGINS IN AUGUST AND NO NOVICE IN 
WING SHOOTING- NOR VETERAN EITHER FOR THAT MAT- 
TER—SHOULD MISS A SINGLE ISSUE. 











SHORTY AND SPIKE AND 


THE 


PRIZE-WINNING PIKE 


OUR CAMPING-TRIP PIKE 


BY W. H. 


Winner First Prize 


while three anxious fellows were wait- 
ing for the rain to cease so that they 
could start on a little fishing trip for two 
whole days. 
Well, the rain never stopped until about 
5 o’clock the next morning—just the time 
that we should have been fishing, as we 
had a hunch that they would strike early; 
so we finally got our outfit in shape and 
ready to start about 6 o’clock. The cara- 
van consisted of an old gray horse—one 
of the kind you seldom see, but often read 
about—a boat and boat cart, tent, camp 
stove and box of grub, not to say anything 
about an incredible amount of fishing 
tackle. 
We now journeyed about 12 miles at a 


I: was September 5th and raining hard, 
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snail’s pace—at least, we thought it was 
that slow—and at last, arriving at the 
bridge where we were to launch our boat, 
our troubles really commenced, as we had 
to pull our boat over an embankment and 
down a hill which was covered with rocks 
and old piles where the old bridge used to 
cross. This is not a very rocky country, 
only in spots, and, of course, this was one 
of the spots, as our luck was surely good 
this morning of all mornings. And here 
is where our names must be used, as 
Shorty and I nearly broke our necks be- 
fore we got the boat to the river, while 
Spike, the porter, held the horse, for we 
had to take good care of the only means 
of getting home, since walking is so lone- 
some. 











After we had put the horse up at a 
farmhouse, about one-half mile away, we 
had the stage all set, we thought; so we 
loaded everything in the boat and started 
downstream to Waldron Lake, which is 
about a quarter of a mile from the bridge. 
3ut more trouble was ahead. We hit a 
sandbar and Shorty unloaded, clad in hip 
boots, to do the brotherly act and push us 
over the bar, which was about two inches 
deep where we hit it. Shorty stepped into 
the water and yelled: “These damned 
boots leak like a sieve!” After which I 
had to get out and do the big push, which 
made me sweat some, while Shorty to 
the oars and Spike the pole, and after 
what seemed like an age we got safely 
across and started on down the stream, 
Shorty and I casting and Spike rowing 
the boat; but never a strike did we get, 
although the wind was right and it was 
cloudy and threatening rain. 

But we kept steadily on, as the story- 
book says, and finally reached the lake, 
where we caught some nice large-mouth 
bass, and were then sure of something for 
dinner, as we had decided not to take any 
meat along and had to catch some fish or 
go hungry. So Providence smiled at last, 
and we rowed on farther up the lake, 
looking for a camping place, which we 
found in the river after leaving the lake 
behind us’ and going farther downstream 
to what we called Eagle Island, since the 
first thing we saw when we got to a camp 
site was an eagle. Shorty was loaded 
down with blankets, lantern and axe, 
while Spike had grub-box and stove-pipe, 
and I brought up the rear with tent and 
shotgun—of course, the last with the gun 
when it was needed, as this eagle is the 
only one that has been seen around here 
for a long time and was in nice range 
for my Remington pump. 

Shorty and Spike now got busy digging 
the trench for the stove, while I put up 
the tent, as neither of the boys had ever 
done much camping and didn’t know how 
to put the tent up. But at last, after the 
stove was put up and the tent well staked, 
we prepared that first meal in camp, with 
myself as chief cook and Spike as fireman 
and water-boy, while Shorty set the table, 
which was the grub-box, bottom up. 
After dinner we tried our luck again, 
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with some success, as we caught some 
more nice bass. It was now getting dark, 
so we pulled to the camp for supper and 
bed, but not until after telling each other 
all the fish stories we ever knew, not omit- 
ting descriptions of how we were going 
to get the big ones in the morning. 

With everything quiet except the wild 





A 22-POUND FIGHTER FROM THE ELKHART 
RIVER 








life, we were soon asleep—all but Spike, 
who suddenly awoke Shorty and me, ask- 
ing in a scared voice: “What is that noise 
over there by the side wall of this tent?” 

Shorty spoke up with: “Aw, go back to 
sleep. That’s nothing but the dog trying 
to make a bed for himself,’ as my dog 
had come along with us, and, being used 
to this camping stunt, had not tried to get 
in shelter till she thought we were asleep. 
The night seemed very short, as this tired 
fisherman’s sleep is always short, espe- 
cially in camp, and we awoke to grab our 
tackle and start for the boat, to try our 
luck early. 

Said Shorty: “T’ll just try this old 
aluminum bait,” and I replied: “Well, I 
will just put on this little Hildebrandt 
spinner.” So we put out from shore, with 


Spike at the oars, and fished till 7 o’clock. 
And then! 


Oh, you fish breakfast, with 
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some hot cakes thrown in! This soon 
over, we started for a stretch of river that 
looked good on the way down, and here 
is how it happened: 

We had just got to the mouth of the 
river, right by a nice bunch of lilypads, 
when I placed the bait within about an 
inch of the farthest lily and thought I was 
going to get fast; so I gave the rod a jerk, 


Field and Stream 





snub him until he would give a foot or 
two of line; then he would see the boat 
and dive under, trying all the tricks in 
pikedom. But he at last commenced to 
yield and act a little tired, as the strain 
was telling and he was making only small 
runs now; but, alas! I had him by the 
side of the boat and told Shorty to strike 
sure with the gaff, as I was afraid of a 





THE DUFFLE LOADED ABOARD READY FOR THE HOMEWARD TRIP 


which made the bait skip over the water, 
when—sip! bang! the fight was on! Old 
grandfather pike had the bait,.and he pro- 
ceeded to do business as I suppose he had 
done with many a man’s bait before. But 
| gave him all the line he wanted, and 
away he went until I thought he would 
run all the line off the reel. I yelled to 
Spike to pull for the middle of the river, 
while Shorty hollered: “Don’t hold him 
too tight!” And how that good old 
Shakespeare bamboo did bend! Away he 
would go, first one way, and then I would 
get him almost near enough to gaff when 
away he would go the opposite direction 
as fast as he could swim. Finally I would 





quick pull on the line, as it had been used 
pretty hard and only tested 15 pounds 
when new. But when he struck at that 
wily old customer he ran for the bottom— 
if there is any in that river—and move 
him I couldn’t for almost a day, it seemed. 
All of a sudden he shot to the surface 
and almost drowned us, with Spike yell- 
ing, “He has got away!” But no, the 
handle of that reel had just slipped out 
of my hand for a second and soon I had 
him back by the boat, and this time Shorty 
turned the trick with the gaff-hook. But 
the prize was not landed yet, as the fight 
had only just begun for that pike. He was 
not going to yield to man, for he jumped 












My Lucky Day’s Catch 


about a yard and shook the hook, and 
then the conversation started. Shorty 
says, “Let’s land the boat and drag him 
to shore.” But Spike retorted, “Not that 
fish!” for he was dragging the boat, which 
he did for about fifteen yards, with no 
line on the reel to give him and me ex- 
pecting him to break it any moment. But 
again he slowed down and I gained a few 
yards; then he would take all I gained. 
But this could not last long, so Mister 
Pike, slowly fighting every inch of the 
way, came to his final resting-place in the 
boat, never to be master of the deep any 
more. 

Talk about sighing! Oh, what a relief! 
I was all in and about drowned; Shorty 
was about the same, but still was kept 
busy holding him in the boat with the gaff, 
while Spike looked on in a dazed fright, 
as this was his first experience fishing for 
whales, as he called them. At last we 
came to our right senses and found that 
the boat had drifted to shore and that 
we had just landed the fish we had been 
looking for. So we proceeded to give vent 
to our feelings by telling all about what 
we should have done and what might have 
happened. Said Shorty: “I knew we were 
going to catch the daddy of them all!” 
while I laid it to luck. But, say, to get 
that bait out of that fish’s mouth was a 
problem in algebra, as every time we 
would try to move that bait he would snap 
those shovel jaws, and some nice-looking 
fish-bitten fingers we had when we finally 
did get that prize bait out. Would I sell 
that bait? No; not for all John D. has! 
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And it was another Shakespeare Honor 
3uilt aluminum bait, but it is the only 
bait for pike for us. 

Now to string that old boy so as to 
keep him alive until we got home and 
then to shore to weigh him. Shorty 
averred that he would weigh 20 pounds; 
I conjectured his weight at 15 pounds; 
Spike guessed at 30 pounds. But the 
scales I had would not weigh that fish, 
and they will go 16 pounds and have been 
tested, so my guess was off. 

So we rowed to camp and ate our last 
meal of the trip and started to break camp 
for our journey home. ‘This was made 
without mishap, and we claim we had 
ihe trip of this summer. The old pike 
weighed 22 pounds, and was 42 inches 
long and measured 23% inches at girth; 
was caught with Shakespeare rod, Shake- 
speare bait and Shakespeare Acme line 
and Meisselbach Takapart reel. 


PRIZE CONTEST CERTIFICATE 


RECORD, 1914 CONTEST 
First Prize, Great Northern Pike 
CAUGHT BY W. H. SAWYER, KENDALLVILLE, 
INDIANA. 


Weight—22 pounds. 
Length—42 inches. 

Girth—23% inches. 
Caught—September 6, 1914. 
Where caught—Elkhart River. 
Rod—Shakespeare. 
Reel—Meisselbach. 

Line Shakespeare Acme. 
Lure—Shakespeare 44. 





MY LUCKY DAY’S CATCH 


BY O. K. RICHARDS 


Winner First and Second Prizes Small-Mouth Bass, Class B, and the Grand Prize, 1914 Contest 


ish superstition of Thursday being 

my Jonah day, and the figures thir- 
teen, and as a reward for my determined 
stand it was Thursday, August 13th, that 
the big catch was made, and I don’t think 
I am enlarging upon it at all when I say 
“big,” for almost fourteen pounds of pink 
eye, small-mouth black bass in two fish 


I HAVE long been opposed to that fool- 


is some “big catch.” But, then, I am get- 
ting ahead of my story. We—and when 
I say we I mean Edwin A. Lee, one of 
my best young friends and an acquaint- 
ance of the past fifteen years, and who 
was on his first trip as far North as we 
were, Tom Morris, as good a guide, cook, 
and camp man as there is in the North 
Woods, and myself—left the hunting shack 
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in very threatening weather, and when 
only a short way from our starting place 
it commenced to rain, and it rained very 
hard, and for about three-quarters of an 
hour, then clearing up, the sun came out 
and we were in the midst of a beautiful 
day, and the home of the black bass. 
About 9:30 a. m. I was awakened from 
a dream of how I might have to work to 
spend a million dollars in a week by a 
strike at my bait which led me to explain 
“We've got the place all right, boys,” and 
right then and there war was declared, and 
believe me, there was no quarter asked and 
none given. [or a matter of fifteen minutes 
I was the busiest man imaginable. What 
with watching the frantic struggles of my 
fish (for I already figured him as mine) 
and listening to the good advice of inter- 
ested spectators, “Give him a little line,” 
“You've got him hooked right,” “No slack,” 
“Play him easy,” “Be careful, don’t force 
him,” and a thousand and one other sug- 
gestions fired in rapid-fire language, then 
the muscles in my forearm began to twitch 
and quiver, due to the strain. What with 
the angry darts of the fish and my hand 
shaking, the rod was beating a lively tattoo 
through the air, but finally all things must 
end and my 6!4-lb. bass lay in the boat, 
exposed to the admiring gaze of us all, and 
I know that my chest swelled out more 
than an inch for each pound the fish 
weighed, and exclamations and questions 
poured out thick and fast, such as “What 
a beauty!” “He mates up fine with the one 
of three years ago,” “Not quite as large,” 
“Gee, but he put up a swell scrap!” Of 
course I didn’t pretend to answer any 
questions, for I was absolutely lost in fond 
admiration, and incidentally thinking what 
a lucky or fortunate fisherman I was, but 
after a few minutes of dreaming I awoke 
to the fact that we were out for more fish, 
and started in again just as though we 
had to get fish for the pan. Just eight 
minutes after landing that fish I had a 
good strike, and when I struck the fish it 
was just like sinking your hook in a water- 
soaked log, no give, and no action for a 
fractional part of a second, and then— 
well, | had twenty-four hours of as lively 
action as anyone cares to have, crowded 
into eighteen minutes, and it seemed to me 
that no tackle could successfully withstand 
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the furious dashes and onslaughts of Mr. 
Bass. He hugged the bottom of the lake 
for all the world like a sulking muskal- 
longe, and beinz in about thirty feet of 
water he had plenty of opportunity to dis- 
play the wonderful and almost unbeliev- 
able fighting qualities of America’s gamey 
fish. When I first caught a glimpse of 
him I was sure he was half again as large 
as the “grandaddy of them all,” caught by 
me in the same place three years ago, and 
weighing seven pounds and a quarter, and 
I never expected, even in my most san- 
guine moments, to ever catch his equal, 
and now to have one larger, if even only a 
little bit, was too much. When he finally 
gave up the ghost and lay on his side on 
the top of the water his seven pounds, 
eight ounces showed off to great advan- 
tage, and he was not one whit more tired 
than I, and it seems to me, writing at this 
late date, that I can feel the tug and strain, 
see the dash and dart of the fish in its 
frantic efforts to gain release from a little 
No. 18 bass hook, and I all the time being 
admonished by my friends to “Give him 
line,” “Don’t force him!” “Is he hooked 
solidly ?” and “Play him carefully for he is 
some fish!” but after a few minutes of 
those exclamations you become calloused 
to their sounds, and you are intent on your 
disposal of your fish, whether you will 
have him baked, or mounted and in your 
den, or give him to some very dear friend, 
and finally, when you see him landed in 
the boat, you are anxious to get him on 
the stringer and back in his native ele- 
ment, where he can disport in a curbed 
manner. 


PRIZE FISHING CONTEST CERTIF- 
ICATE RECORD 


First and Second Prizes, Small-Mouth 
Bass, Class B, 1914 Contest 


Weight—7™ Ibs. and 6 Ibs. 4 oz. 
Length—23% in. and 22 in. 
Girth—17% in. and 153% in. 
Caught—August 13, 1914. 
Where caught—Long Lake, Wis. 
Rod—Bristol Steel. 
Reel—Blue Grass, No. 33. 
Line—Von Lengerke and 
No. 6. 
Lure—Mud Minnow. 
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OUR RIVER 


This big country of ours is full of available streams for a canoe or 





boat trip. 


A RIVER CAMPING TRIP 


By E. P. HULBERT 


LI. over the country, within easy 
-~ distance of nearly every outdoor 
lover, there are rivers, larger or 
smaller, down which a summer trip may 
be taken, with houseboat, rowboat or 
canoe; any one of which will well re- 
pay the trouble and expense of the ex- 
pedition. And, a very desirable item, the 
expense may be made very light indeed, 
if, by a careful selection of route, the rail- 
road travel is made as small as possible. 
This story is not for the experienced 
woodsman. At the feet of such the 
writer abases himself as one without 
knowledge or skill; and to such of them 
as write books he gives thanks for most 
of the suggestions he has to offer, picked 
as they are, a few here and a few there, 
as he has come upon them. But they 
are all suited to the summer conditions 
under which they are supposed to be 
used, and have been tested and found 





good. To the beginner, therefore, they 
are offered. 

The first attempt at a river trip we 
ever made ended before it began. We 
did not at that time see the hand of 
Providence, but since then it has grad- 
ually dawned on both of us that only the 
carelessness of the railroad company in 
losing our outfit saved us from a great 
deal of very hard work. If we had gone 
on that expedition we would never have 
gone on another of our own free will. 

The trouble was too much stuff. Both 
of us had experience in the National 
Guard and we modeled our outfit more 
or less on National Guard lines. That 


was a number of years ago, when the 
Guard was still carrying pretty heavy 
loads per company, and when a chest 
that took eight men to carry was not 
thought unusual. 
ly, over now. 


That day is, fortunate- 
We had a tent about ten 
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feet square; a wall tent, with poles and a 
fly. This, please notice, was to be set up 
each night in a new place by two men. 
We had folding cots and folding chairs; 
an axe that Goliath might have used with 
profit, and, to put it in a very few words, 
a collection of mixed plunder, nearly 
every article being either too big or too 
heavy or entirely unnecessary. All this, 
with two men, to go down the Delaware 
in a skiff in August. 

But the railroad company sent our stuff, 
in a through car, somewhere off into the 
void and it never came back again. So 
we mourned our lost trip, collected a 
colossal claim from the company and 
started all over again. : 

But before the next season someone let 
it leak out that people actually took camp- 
ing trips in canoes, and a light began to 
dawn on us. For if two men with an 
outfit such as ours tried to go anywhere 
in a canoe something, and a good deal of 
it, would have to get out and walk. Nat- 
urally that something would have to be 
part of the outfit. So we began to boil 
down, and, after several years of this 
we have arrived at what is to 
us a reasonable outfit. To the real ca- 
noeist it would seem cumbersome, but we 
are still in the beginner’s class; our field 
of travel down some hundred and fifty 
miles of inland river—we never went back 
to the Delaware—and for other beginners, 
such as we were when we started on that 
first trip with an equipment adequate for 
a small circus, it is sufficiently condensed. 

We use a boat, not a canoe. This is a 
sixteen-foot double-ended rowboat, made 
of steel, and the seats are arranged so 
that it can be either rowed or paddled. 
Paddles for a boat of this size and weight 
seem rather inadequate, but on ordinary 
river and not against a head wind they 
are much pleasanter to use than oars. 
One looks out on the route one is to 
travel; new vistas open ahead at each 
bend of the stream, and the pleasure of 
the looking ahead more than balances the 
extra labor required, since, ordinarily, 
speed is no object. But in case of a 
head wind or of a rush for cover ahead 
of a storm we carry the oars, four of 
them. If there were portages they would 
have to be dispensed with; but, on the 
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other hand, our boat would be entirely 
unsuitable in that case. But, fortunately, 
on our river there is not a single carry 
necessary from the start to the finish of 
our usual summer trip. Further upstream 
there are many dams, but the last of 
these is at the town where we make our 
start. 

For shelter we use a modified army 
shelter tent of the old pattern. This is 
simply a tiny khaki wedge tent, made in 
two halves to button together. There is 
no ridge pole. Attached to each half, 
as it was originally made, is a triangular 
end piece, and these also button together 
and form, when the tent is set, a sort of 
bay, which increases the floor space. The 
tent is modified by the addition of two 
similar flaps at the opposite end, so that 
when it is set up it can be closed at 
both ends or opened for ventilation to 
any degree. This modification greatly 
improves the tent without adding much 
to the weight. 

This tent gives a floor space of about 
seven by six feet, with the two triangular 
end spaces additional. One cannot more 
than sit upright in it, and he who dresses 
in it successfully would find a Pullman 
upper berth roomy. But it is light, easily 
pitched by driving ten small pegs, and 
absolutely waterproof. We have weath- 
ered out a two days’ storm in it and kept 
dry. It weighs, complete with two jointed 
poles and pins, just a shade over ten 
pounds, and cost, from the State Arsenal, 
$4.85. 

Bedding of some sort is of the first 
importance. I remember reading Kep- 
hart on bough beds before one of our 
trips, and setting merrily out with visions 
of spicy delight at night. But the only 
boughs available at our first camping 
place were willow. Willow makes very 
poor beds, or perhaps I should say that 
we made very poor beds out of willow. 
So we use this substitute: We carry two 
sacks of unbleached muslin, dyed dark 
brown to avoid showing dirt, each about 
seven feet long and a little less than three 
feet wide. These are filled loosely with 
hay at the first convenient place, and are 
carried thereafter; doubled up and packed 
in the boat by day; shaken out and aired 
at every opportunity; and _ replenished 














when the hay gets packed. If hay isn’t 
to be had, a general mixture of odds and 
ends of weeds and.grass and sedge can 
be used. It will dry itself into shape in 
about one day of sunshine, and does just 
as well. 

These beds are laid at night on an old 
style army poncho, by way of floorcloth, 
rubber side down. This poncho also earns 
its passage as a baggage hood in wet 
weather, and with a fair wind, as a sail. 
With the tent set and ditched, if neces- 
sary, the beds are perfectly comfortable 
and dry. By using a little care in se- 
lecting a spot the tent can generally be 
set on top of some slight rise so that 
natural drainage saves the trouble of 
ditching. 

We have always carried a pair of army 
blankets each. Two of these are sewed 
into long, narrow bags to crawl into and 
two are left flat. Nights are cold, even in 
summer, and the writer sleeps but badly 
when cold. The full-blooded may travel 
with one light blanket apiece and save 
weight, but with us two blankets apiece 
are always considered to pay their freight. 
It might be better not to sew up the sleep- 
ing bags as we do, for in case they were 
soaked they would be very hard to dry 
out, and we have often thought that some 
arrangement of buttons or tapes would 
be better, but as yet we have not had the 
misfortune to get our bedding soaked, and 
in the meantime we go on as before. This 
completes the items of shelter and bed- 
ding. 

A point that merits a word is this: Be- 
fore the tent is set, but after its location 
is decided on, dig a shallow pit where your 
hips will come, and another for your 
shoulders, and then spread the floorcloth. 
Five minutes work only, but a great in- 
crease in comfort. But don’t dig if there 
is any chance of drainage into them, 
otherwise the spring in your bed will be 
of the wrong sort. 

In packing for the day’s travel all four 
blankets, the tent pegs and the two jointed 
poles are packed in the tent (which is 
left buttoned together), roped, and placed 
in the middle of the boat. This package 
weighs about thirty pounds and is the 
heaviest single package we have. They 
might have been made up into “blanket 
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rolls” of the army style; two blankets, one 

pole, pins and one shelter half in each 
roll, and so stowed under the rowing 
seats ;. but this we avoided, because, on ac- 
count of unbuttoning the tent, it was a 
little more trouble. 

The mention of National Guard experi- 
ence, together with the imposing list of 
regulation articles in our outfit might sug- 
gest that some quartermaster’s stores had 
been skilfully borrowed. Unfortunately, 
neither of us has been successful as a 
forager, and all the regulation material 
was duly purchased through the Adjutant 
General’s department. In our State, and 
I suppose in others as well, all these things 
may be had at very reasonable prices in 
this way, although the purchase is sur- 
rounded by some little red tape, and can 
best be made through an acquaintance in 
the Guard. 

Next in importance to shelter and bed- 
ding come tools, which in our method of 
classification covers everything that is not 
shelter, clothes, or food. Thus candles 
are tools, because they are certainly not 
anything else. 

First of all the axe. After various 
trials, each one lighter than the last, one 
rejoicing in the trade name of “The Boy 
Scout” was elected. It is light, about a 
pound and three-quarters with its leather 
hood. It has a handle about twelve inches 
long of real axe shape, is used single- 
handed, and is kept knife sharp. It will 
cut anything we have occasion to cut, and 
for light stuff a single blow is all that is 
needed. 

For trenching the tent and other dig- 
ging we used to carry a gardeners’ trowel, 
but the best of these are too fragile. What 
we now use is an entrenching tool that we 
bought of a dealer in second-hand military 
goods. This is simply a round-pointed, 
very broad knife, heavy in the blade, about 
eight inches long in the blade and five 
wide, with a handle. It is dully sharp, if 
such a description is allowable. Used to 


hack sod or dirt, it answers for a pick, 
and flatwise it makes a small but efficient 
shovel. 
indeed. 

A little cloth bag, labeled “Small Tools,” 
contains a few nails and some twine, a bit 
small 


This we find a very handy tool, 


of copper wire, a whetstone of 











COOK PAILS AND FOLDING LANTERN 


Cooking outfit separated. Folding lantern open for 
use, with candle in place. 


coarse grit—don’t this—and a 
three-cornered file. 

Light at night we provide for by a fold- 
ing lantern, that burns candles. This has 
mica sides, folds very small when not in 
use and gives a good light that does not 
blow out easily in a wind. Candles being 
classified as tools, are packed with the 
lantern in the large tool bag. Whatever 
you do, don’t take along an oil lantern 
with a glass chimney. 

A dish towel and dish cloth also class as 
tools, and so does soap which, therefore, 
travels wrapped up in the aforementioned 
towel. By the way, boil out these dish 
cloths frequently lest a worse thing be- 
fall you. 

Now the balance of tools we make up 
as follows, all the rest being for cooking 
and eating purposes. There is first a nest 
of pails: one large agate pail, holding 
about eight quarts, with a cover—this for 
carrying water or for any really large 
job of boiling—inside of which goes a 
four-quart tin pail also with a cover; the 
usual cooking pot of the outfit. See that 
all the handles are rivetted on and not 
soldered. Inside of this, again, goes an- 
other tin pail for tea or coffee, and again 
inside, a smaller one, this last without any 
cover; used mainly as a bowl for mixing 
or serving. There is room in this pail for 


forget 
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four agate cups, with their handles un- 
rivetted so that they will nest. Round- 
bottomed cups do not nest well; get those 
with straight, slanting sides. 

All this sounds complicated, but a ten- 
cent store will supply everything but the 
largest pail, and they are only nested in 
this way on the way to the starting point. 
In the boat the water pail full of water is 
under the forward seat, and the rest of 
the pails, nested or not as the state of the 
larder warrants, are conveniently dis- 
posed. 

Two army mess pans, small oval frying 
pans, each with a tight-fitting lid and fold- 
ing handle, supply the fried stuff that is 
the staple of all amateur campers. The 
lids make plates. These pans are very 
handy and cost the large sum of thirty 
cents each. They can be had from deal- 
ers in second-hand military goods or from 
the State Arsenal. They go into a small 
canvas bag, to save smut on the other 
things in the tool bag. 

Now to eat of the things cooked with 
all these aforesaid, two men will want, 
each, one table knife, fork and dessert 
spoon. Beside this, the outfit will want 
one table spoon and one large and sharp 
knife—keep it so. And right here an 
aside: whenever you stop to cook make 
what we call a “devil spoon.” “He needs 
a long spoon who would sup with the 
devil.” Split the end of a light stick about 
two feet long, insert the tablespoon han- 
dle, wind with twine, and stir your soup 
with unburned fingers. With us the devil 
spoon is the first rite observed before 
meals. 

Now to the silverware above, which had 
better not be really anything but the very 
cheapest stuff, add one combined can 
opener, bottle opener and corkscrew; put 
them all into a little cloth bag together 
and think of food. 

This food problem is one that can be 
best solved by personal study. I eat with 
joy things that my partner avoids with 
loathing. . So remembering that on our 
river, and on almost all such streams 
through the country, towns come every 
few miles and farms are always acces- 
sible, make up a list of what seems good 
to you. What we use would perhaps be 
of very little use to you. But you wil! 





need bacon, smoked and in the slab; eight 
pounds does us for two weeks. Two 
pounds of coffee for the same time, and 
a couple of pounds of sugar, this last in 
a friction-top tin, are enough. Take a 
little flour and some frying fat also in 
tins, and keep the three tins in a separate 
cloth bag. 

Right here I may as well digress from 
food to bags. The use of millions of lit- 
tle muslin bags is my monomania. About 
New Years I buy unbleached muslin in 
quantities, and from then on in all my 
spare moments I make bags, large, small, 
and middling. Each has sewed on it a 
string to tie it up with. And then when 
once a trip is started, each article is in its 
appropriate bag, and can be easily found 
by smelling likely looking bags that feel 
about right. You will at first open half 
a dozen bags to find the tea, but after a 
little while the tea bag gets stepped on, 
and thereafter you know it from the rest 
by the footprint, and others accordingly. 
Nothing breaks adrift, however, system- 


Shelter tent set up. 








A River Camping Trip 





atic habits are encouraged, and the bag 
habit will pay for itself. 

Now, remembering that each food is in 
its Own .appropriate bag, let us return to 
where we took the side trip. Salt you 
must have, and tea, and a quantity of 
spare matches which last may be kept dry 
in a friction-top tin. By the way, if you 
are a married man, it will pay you to 
watch the kitchen during the winter, to 
the end that you may acquire any number 
of these friction tins without the neces- 
sity of buying them. Bread you can buy 
en route, as you need it, and carry from 
day to day, but butter is, except occasion- 
ally, a delusion and a snare. Anyway, | 
would rather have bacon gravy on my 
bread than melted butter spooned on. 

Soup tablets and Erbswurst are fine for 
emergency meals and always arouse the 
pleasantest anticipation when you order 
them. However, during the past two 
years we have carried a stick of Erbs- 
wurst from start to finish, and never used 
a particle of it. But next year we will 





OUR SHELTER TENT 
End view, flaps closed. 


Opposite end the same. 
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TOOL AND MESS KIT 


1. Entrenching tool. 2. Folding lantern, closed. 
3. Mess pan closed for packing. 4. Mess pan open, 
as frying pan. 5. Mess pan cover, used as plate. 
6. Pails for cooking outfit nested. 


take some along again, for perhaps some 
day will arise the exact emergency for 
which it is designed. 

Take some rice with you; it is easily 
cooked, goes well with anything, and is 
filling, although perhaps it is not as good 
as some other things as a stayer. Carry 
a few potatoes and some onions; don’t 
leave out the onions. Eat them raw or 
use them in cooking; they are good both 
ways. A little can of mixed pickling 
spices comes in very handy for seasoning, 
particularly for eel soup, a queer-sound- 
ing, but most eatable dish. 

We have rather cut down the list of 
canned goods we take to these few items: 
Spaghetti, salmon, milk, beans and soup. 
We do not get much at a time, for we can 
replenish them along the route as we need 
them. Tomato soup with boiled rice goes 
splendidly, we find, and so does a sort of 
croquette made of canned salmon mixed 
with bread crumbs and egg and fried in 
bacon fat. Some day I am going to write 
a book, of which the title will be, “And 
Fry It in Bacon Fat.” And one of the 
things to fry is cold boiled rice, mixed 
with egg and salted. 


Make your cooking fires small. The 
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smaller the fire the less wood to collect, 
the nearer to your fire you can get with- 
out scorching, and the better your cook- 
ing will be. I suppose that everyone 
should instinctively know that they ought 
to do their boiling while the wood flames 
well, and when it is burnt down to ashes or 
coals, start the frying pan going. But 
this I discovered as a wonderful fact for 
myself, in spite of miscellaneous reading. 
How I missed seeing it in some book or 
other I don’t know, for it must be in one 
or the other of them, but miss it I did. | 
hope some one else has, for misery loves 
company. 

Our personal outfits each one suits to 
his own taste. Khaki trousers and flan- 
nel shirts go well for traveling, and so 
does a good felt hat in case of rain. My 
partner sticks to a cap, on account of its 
packability when not in use, but when it 
rains he is a miserable object, strongly 
reminiscent of a wet hen. One extra suit 
of underwear, and an extra pair of socks 
is enough, for you can wash out soiled 
things from time to time; not really wash 
them clean, but well enough for all prac- 
tical purposes. Be sure that the pair of 
shoes that you take are waterproof, and 
beside these have a pair of tennis shoes 
to wear as waders. Each of us carries a 
rubber poncho for rain, one of the kind 
that has snaps at the side to fasten it to- 
gether into a sort of cape. Each carries 
what few toilet articles he feels are 
needed, a towel or two and a few blue 
handkerchiefs, and one of us sticks in a 
few simple remedies for the little ills that 
may come up (cold cream in a tube, for 
sunburn, is worth remembering). Knives 
and pipes and tobacco go without saying. 

One of us always has a camera along, 
and each of us his owm outfit-of fishing 
tackle. Our artillery consists of a 22- 
caliber single-shot pistol, really a sort of 
pocket rifle, for it is a Savage target rifle, 
with the barrel cut off to ten inches in 
length, and fitted to a pistol stock. This 
shoots. with a good deal of accuracy, uses 
long rifle cartridges, and we use it mainly 
for shooting at empty tin cans on moist 
days, for when we go there isn’t anything 
much to shoot at of a more ferocious 
character. 

Now in the general scheme of packing, 











we divide all our plunder into four main 
divisions, two of them the personal outfit 
of the two voyagers, one of grub, and one 
of tools. We use ordinary grain sacks 
for packing, instead of the neater duffle 
bags. This is simply a question of ex- 
pense with us; we would rather have the 
regular thing, just as we would rather 
have an aluminum cooking outfit, instead 
of our tin pails, but we cannot afford it. 
If you have the price get the best; if not, 
go along anyway! 

Four of these grain sacks carry the en- 
tire outfit to our starting point, where we 
repack them as above. These we have 
dyed different colors for convenience in 
identifying them later, and around the in- 
side of each, at the top, we have a number 
of pockets made of strong unbleached 
muslin, sewed in, for the smaller articles, 
which otherwise would gravitate to the 
bottom with profane results when searched 
for. Everything is classed at the start as 
going in one particular bag and is always 
kept there. These grain-sack duffle bags 
can be checked as baggage. 

Canned goods we do not try to keep in 
the food bag, but stack them under the 
stern seat of the boat out of the way. So 
when we go ashore for a noon camp we 
simply take the grub and tool bags, and 
that particular can marked for the 
slaughter, and with the water pail we have 
everything at hand. 

If you can obtain, for the route you are 
to travel, the maps issued by the U. 5S. 
Geological Survey, it will be a very good 
thing to take them along. They will not 
show much detail of the river itself, but 
they will keep you located all the time and 
give correct distances to various points. 
A great deal of the country is mapped, 
and you can get the maps by writing to 
The Director, U. S. Geological Survey, 
Washington, D. C. Ask first for a key 
map of your state, which will be sent free, 
and which will tell you what sections are 
to be had. The high cost of living has 
struck the maps as well as everything 
else, and you must now send ten cents for 
each section where five used to be the 
price. A pocket compass will help you in 
locating yourself on the maps. 

Now when you start, if it is a first trip 
together for your partner and yourself, 
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SOME ACCESSORIES 


The little axe we use, with its hood. .22 caliber 
pistol, 10-inch barrel, cut down from Savage target 
rifle and mounted on pistol stock, with its holster. 


lay out your work so that each has his 
own share to do, and let each understand 
that this must be done by him or not done 
at all. On our expeditions the writer of 
this is the cook, and his partner, the scul- 
lion. Scullion’s duties include getting 
firewood, and all menial labor in washing 
dishes. But cook rises in the early day- 
light and gets breakfast while scullion 
still snores. In loading and unloading 
each handles his share, and in putting up 
camp each takes care of his own side of 
the tent, including any ditching that is 
needed. 

Mosquitoes may or may not be bother- 
some. We find a piece of net about six 
feet square about right, which is disposed 
over the head of each bed in a canopy. To 
support this, drive, at the two head corners 
of each bedsack, a stick about three feet 
long, each of which has a long side 
branch left on. This last extends down 
over the edges of the bed to hold the net- 
ting up. Throwing the netting over this 
rustic frame and tucking it under the top 
and edges of the bedsack, while it hangs 
loosely at the lower end, makes a sacred 
enclosure for one’s head and shoulders, 
and the mosquito who gets any business 
must do so through the blankets. 











HINTS FROM OUR ARMY 


By LIEUT. TOWNSEND WHELEN 


Ill. 


N settled communities the municipality 
constructs and keeps up the sewerage 
system. Boards of health make rules 
governing the sanitary character of 
plumbing installed in private and public 
buildings, and the police inforce these 
rules. But in the wilderness there is no 
one to attend to these rules for us, and if 
we would live healthily for any length of 
time we must be our own scavengers. 
Sanitation is of relatively slight impor- 
tance in camps of short duration. Germs 
and filth do not accumulate to a danger- 
ous extent, and what is known as the bac- 
teria of nullification are extremely numer- 
ous in unpopulated districts causing a still 
further delay in the multiplication of dan- 
gerous germs. A nomad people are in- 
variably healthy for this reason, but 
disease runs rampant in large settled com- 
munities of the uneducated. It is when 
our camps last in one spot for a week 
or more, and particularly in warm weath- 
er or tropical climates, that camp sewer- 
age becomes an important consideration. 
The Army stands at the top of the list 
in experience in camping large numbers 
of men for a long time in localities not 
supplied with sewerage and plumbing. In 
recent years the methods of sanitation 
adopted in such circumstances have re- 
sulted in our army in a lower disease rate 
in camps than in posts where every mod- 
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CAMP SINK AND URINAL 


ern convenience is installed. Therefore 
it will pay the sportsman and all those 
connected with the management of per- 
manent camps to take notice of the Army’s 
methods. 

Waste caused by food, ablutions and 
excreta, unless properly disposed of, de- 
velop large quantities of germs. The 
excreta of certain healthy individuals 
known as disease carriers may contain 
these germs in large quantities, particu- 
larly those of typhoid fever. These germs 
conveyed to the digestive tract of the 
human being by the way of the mouth 
may cause such serious diseases as ty- 
phoid fever, dysentery and cholera. Germs 
may be carried from their source to the 
individual in many ways. The garbage 
pile, the latrine, the seemingly innocent 
deposit of excreta on the ground may con- 
taminate the water supply. Flies and 
other insects often carry the germs on 
their feet and contaminate the food, the 
hands, or even the lips. One’s feet may 
carry them into the tent and so on to the 
blankets, etc., from whence they find their 
way to the mouth. 

There are three methods of disposal of 
waste and destruction of germs in camp— 
chemicals, burying and fire. The chemical 
method presupposes the presence of a 
surgeon or some one familiar with the 
various processes, and, as it is hardly ap- 
plicable to the sportsman, it will not be 
discussed here, 

The burying method is effective when 
it surely will not contaminate the water 
supply. The locality should be down hill 
or at a long distance from the water. It 
is never safe on the drainage basin of a 
lake, nor in an impermeable soil, as heavy 
clay. Figure I shows a kitchen garbage 
sink covered with a board or other form 
of trap door. To make it insect proof 
cover it with a gunny sack or other 
cloth, wet to make it lie closely. Figure 
2 shows a urinal consisting of a post 
augur hole and a cone of tar paper. Flies 
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CAMP LATRINE 


and other insects abhor tar paper. [ig- 
ure 3 shows a jatrine consisting of a fly- 
proof box placed over a deep pit. The 
covers to the seats are arranged so that 
they fall shut when the user arises, thus 
effectually preventing the ingress of flies. 
A paddle is left in the dirt pile for obvi- 
ous reasons. The entire box can be lifted 
and carried to one side or to the rear, 
when the pit can be filled with straw or 
leaves and burned out. 

Fire is the most effective method of 
disposing of waste in camp and should be 
used whenever possible. In small camps 
of but two or three sportsmen the kitchen 
waste may be thrown on the friendship 
fire or on the cook fire after cooking is 
completed. A small pit may be dug under 
the fire and filled in with stones, and 
kitchen and waste water poured therein 
while the fire is burning briskly. For a 
large camp a camp incinerator should be 
built as illustrated in Figure 4. This is 
a pit 2% feet wide and 4 feet long, 2 feet 
deep at one end and 3 feet at the other. 
It is filled in with stones, large below and 
small on top. <A 6-inch wall of stones 
and dirt surround it on all sides. A 
crane and pot hooks for kettles may be 
arranged above. A big fire is started in 
the pit on the stones. Use big logs and 
get up a lot of heat. Slops and other 
solid matter should be burnt on this fire. 
Kitchen and wash water should be poured 


into the rock-filled pit at the shallow end 
and the fire will soon cause evaporation. 

The presence of flies or odors generally 
indicates an unsanitary camp. If, despite 
all that can be done, flies still persist, 
a supply of cheese cloth should be pro- 
vided for protecting food before and after 
cooking. Keep the camp neat. There 
should be a place for everything and 
everything in its place. Cooking utensils 
should not only be cleaned immediately 
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after use, but when put away should be 
guarded from flies and insects which 
might deposit germs thereon. Bedding 
should be aired every clear day. In 
camps occupied for a long time tents 
should often be taken down and the puri- 
fying sunlight allowed to shine on the 
ground all day. 


IV. CANTEENS 


AVE you seen the new “Infantry 
H Canteen, Model 1910”? It is a 
mile ahead of what the Army used 
to and the sportsmen still suffer from. 
The old canteen was usually rusty and 
often leaked. An unsanitary, dirty, heavy, 
tin affair, hanging from a strap over the 
shoulder or from a swinging arrangement 
en the belt, it bobbed and shifted around 
at every step until it shook its filthy cork 
loose and the precious water flowed down 
your pants and into your boot leg. The 
only consolation one had was the thought 
that if the water rotted your boots what 
might it not have done to your stomach! 
The new canteen is a strong but light 
aluminum bottle, shaped like a fat whisky 
flask, rounded on the outside, slightly con- 
cave on the side towards the body. It has 
an aluminum screw stopper attached to 
the neck by a chain. It holds a little less 
than two quarts of water. When the 
canteen gets dirty throw it into the camp 
kettle and boil it, thus sterilizing it. If 
your water is impure fill the canteen and 
place it in the fire until the water is 
boiled. 

On the bottom of the canteen fits an- 
other happy device—an aluminum cup, 
kidney shaped, with a folding handle de- 
signed to make it stand up or perch well 
cn top of the camp-fire while you use it 
as a kettle. In the handle is a slot. When 
your cup is boiling it’s best to insert your 
knife or fork in this slot and comfortably 
lift the hot thing off the blaze. 

For carrying, the canteen with cup on 
the bottom goes in the canteen cover. 
snug-fitting bag with fasteners on the 
This is of wool-lined canvas—a sort of 
back side by which it is fastened to the 
belt or the off side of the cantle on a sad- 
The canteen on the belt is in such 


dle. 
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THE NEW ARMY CANTEEN AND PACK-SACK 
a position that it does not jolt, swing or 
jump around until it hammers its cork 
loose, besides being a constant cause of 
worry as you take each step as the old 
model still used by sportsmen does. In 
warm weather you can wet the wool lining 
of the cover and the evaporation really 
keeps the water cool. It is the next best 
thing to a Thermos bottle. If the wool 
lining is wet the dampness does not come 
through to the outside of the cover, thus 
your breeches stay dry. 

To get a drink when the canteen is on 
your belt turn two little thumb-screw 
fasteners half a turn and yank out the 
bottle, take a swig and stick it back, about 
as much trouble as drawing a revolver 
from its holster. If you fall on the can- 
teen heavily enough perhaps you might 
dent it, but you won’t make it leak be- 
cause it is practically indestructible. Turn 
its bottom towards your countenance and 
you have a handy shaving mirror. Sad 
to relate, however, unlike a tabooed in- 
stitution of the same name, it is not a 
good place for whiskey. 
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CLOSE HAULED ON THE STARBOARD TACK 


AFLOAT IN “THE VARMINT” 


By H. H. BRIMLEY 


T was a happy moment when I dropped 
The Varmint into the crystal clear 
waters of White Lake and saw that 
she floated dry and on an even keel. If 
you have never built a boat yourself you 
cannot properly appreciate the feeling— 
but you can console yourself with the 
thought that it is never too late to mend. 
Editor Miller’s description of how to 
build Waterat III, published in the Febru- 
ary, 1911, issue of Fretp & STREAM, was 
my inspiration—and my friend. The more 
I studied the details and the drawings the 
more convinced I became that I could— 
and would—build a similar boat. It was 
some time later, though, that I carried out 
my good intentions, but I have never re- 
gretted the act, and’there has been much 
fun, some thrills, and not a few bass, di- 
rectly chargeable to Miller’s inspiration. 
And, as the editor has seen fit to tell us 
about the fourth of the Waterat models, 


in the issue of last March, methought I 
would hit my typewriter to the tune of 
some of the good times that have come my 
way through the medium of my Waterat— 
which is entered in the Custom House of 
All Outdoors under the name of The 
Varmint ! : 

Thirteen and a half feet long, thirty- 
two inches beam, and ten inches deep, are 
her dimensions. She has a twelve-inch 
bow and stern, and a seven-foot cockpit, 
the latter having a movable floor. Each 
strip of the flooring is hinged to the next, 
so that all roll up into a compact and con- 
venient bundle of shipping, and the pos- 
sible loss of a strip is avoided. The lee- 
boards are twelve inches wide and deep 
enough to give a good grip on the water. 

I did not follow the Editor’s instruc- 
tions implicitly, as I planked in the decks 
and washboards solid. And the fourteen- 
inch bow of the plan—or even the sixteen- 
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TAKING THE 


inch of the later model—would have made 
her a dryer boat than she is now in a sea- 
way. Were I building again I would 
hardly change the plan except to heighten 
the bow from two to four inches. 

It was two years ago last June that The 
Varmint felt that “thrill of life along 
her keel,” and I have just finished the 
slight repairs and the repainting that 
quite a lot of use had made desirable. 

But back to her early days: It was but 
a short time after her launch, when she 
had partially found herself, shaken the 
creases out of her sails, and stretched her 
running gear, that my two boys and I 
took a little cruise across the lake. Arthur 
was captain of the leeboards, Bob acted 
as shifting ballast, and I was the “Old 
Man.” 

It was a dead beat across, and how she 
did eat into it! “Boys, she’s a-chawing 
of it off,’ I remarked, quoting a favorite 
expression of an old sailing partner of 
mine on Pamlico Sound. “Hang out 
farther to wind’ard, Bob, and keep your 
weather leeboard down, Arthur!” 

“Aye, aye, Sir!” 

And Bob, with toes under the lee wash- 
boards, hung ’way over the weather rail 
until a certain part of his anatomy dragged 
in the passing water. She stuck her nose 








FAMILY ALONG 


into some of the whitecaps that were get- 
ting up and took solid water aboard at 
times—being rather over-canvased—but 
all the crew could swim pretty well, so 
we took it as it came. I was afraid at 
times that her mast would go, so 1 dropped 
the peak slightly and gave her a speck 
of sheet. 

Finally, it became so rough that | 
ordered her put before the wind for the 
run back. If she had- walked before, she 
fairly jumped now. I got the jigger down 
snug, dropped the peak a trifle more, and 
let her go. We were now all sitting in 
water, which was well above the bottom 
boards, but there was no time to bail. 
The wind was over her quarter, and just 
about strong enough to give the Old Man 
all he wanted in keeping her before it and 
holding its course. Sometimes the boom 
was up in the air parallel with the gaff, 
and then the top-heaviness of the Cana- 
dian Club rig manifested its principal 
drawback. One of the kids began on 
that catchy chanty of Connolly’s: 

“For her name’s the Lucy Foster, 
She’s a seiner out of Gloucester, 
She’s an able, handsome lady 

And she’s go-o-ing home. 

She’s an able, handsome lady 
And she’s go-o-o-ing ho-o-me!” 











It would have taken some little gas 
boat to have overhauled us on that run 
in. Wet as terrapins were we all, but 
happy and carefree as clams at high tide. 

Making port was easy. I dropped the 
peak, hoisted the jigger, and rounded to. 
“Down mains’l, haul in and belay main- 





sheet. Down jigger—and all hands over- 
board!” And there we were, in two feet 


of June-warm water, with nothing fur- 
ther to do than wade the ship ashore and 
lift her out; then take out the masts and 
bottom boards and turn her upside down 
to drain. 

One morning the boys—there were 
three along that time—thought that they 
would combine alligator hunting with fish- 
ing. Two of them took a small fishing 
skiff, Arthur went alone in The Varmint, 
while I remained ashore to go over my 
tackle. 

I looked up, and saw Arthur paddling 
back for dear life, the sails having been 
left ashore. “Dad,” he yelled, as soon as 


he came within hearing, “we've killed a 
‘gator, and he’s sunk. 
help us get him up!” 
tions—they only 
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are not usually deadly on alligators— 
brought out the story that they had come 
on him swimming, had wounded him 
enough to daze his limited mentality, and 
had followed him up, shooting at every 
opportunity, until they had fairly sunk 
him. That sounded a good deal like a 
fairy story to me, as a rather wide and 
varied experience with our North Carolina 
alligators had taught me that a _ high- 
power, soft-nose bullet is about the only 
medium through which one can success- 
fully collect them. But the kid was in- 
sistent, so I hunted up a long-handled 
fish gig, with every prong dull as a door- 
knob and bent into curves and _ hooks, 
boarded the boat and headed across the 
lake to where the other two boys were 
guarding their game. 

“Well, how about it?” I asked, as we 
ran alongside. “He’s down here some- 
where, Dad, but we can’t feel him now,” 
they replied. “Is it a joke?” I asked. 
“You don’t usually kill alligators with 
.22 rifles, and I’ve got to be shown.” 

“We certainly killed him, and we felt 
him on the bottom, but it is soft here and 
we can’t feel him now among the grass!” 
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The water was about eight feet deep 
there, and it was several minutes before 
the gig hit anything that felt like ’gator 
hide. But hit him it finally did, though 
he was twice brought to the top and 
slipped back again before the boys could 
grab him. The third time did it, though, 
and we got him into the boat at last 
and paddled back to the landing in tri- 
umph., 

The ’gator measured just seven feet, 
and there were three proud boys around 
about that time. After dinner they 
skinned him—but I don’t think that any 
of them really enjoyed the job. 

Trolling for bass—with the chance of 
a pike or yellow perch striking the troll 
—has been indulged in quite extensively 
with The Varmint, but the bait casting 
that I have done from her has brought the 
most satisfactory results. Sometimes 
alone, and sometimes with one chosen 
companion, there has been a lot of cast- 
her coaming. When 
alone my method has been to select a 
stretch of water where the breeze was 
not too strong, padde to the windward 
edge of the likely places, and let” her 
drift across them, casting as she drifted. 
And I found the double paddle best for 
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this work. It seemed as if I never could 
connect with the big ones, though, as the 
best I ever took aboard The Varmint 
has been under four pounds. Once I hit 
one close to the boat that struck like a 
whale, dived under the boat, and had the 
tip of my rod broken before I knew what 
was happening—but the fish proved only 
to be one of those extremely energetic 
two and a half pounders. And yet a 
fifteen-year-old boy had yanked an eight- 
pounder out of the lake a few days before 
one of my trips there. He caught his on 
a gang minnow, casting alone from his 
home-made canvas canoe! 

In December of that year I went down 
to White Lake to shoot a few ducks for 
Christmas. There were several bunches 
of rather small ducks that seemed to use 
the lake regularly, and one could hear the 
black duck and mallard calling across the 
water after dark. A friend from my 
home town was with me on that occa- 
sion, and he and I laid our plans for a 
killing. We secured a roomy family boat, 
and nailed and tied cedar and myrtle 
boughs all around her sides. Then we 
towed and rowed her across to where the 
ducks seemed most to congregate, and 
there we anchored her. A _ bushel of 
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corn was secured, and scattered over the 
bottom for a hundred or two yards 
around, being sown thickest close about 
the floating blind. Then we laid low for 
two days, so as to give the fowl a chance 
to become accustomed to our floating is- 
land. 

Early on the third day after the sow- 
ing, The Varmint was loaded down with 
two men, guns, ammunition and decoys, 
and we prepared to reap the harvest. It 
was ridiculous almost as we neared the 
blind to see, through seven or eight feet 
of perfectly clear water, the white grains 
of corn lying conspicuously on the bot- 
tom, each grain as distinct as if laid out 
on black velvet. 

It fell to my share to take the blind, 
and to S.’s to paddle around and scare 
the ducks to me. But the thirteen decoys 
I had out proved to be bad medicine. 
Every blessed flock on the lake turned 
out to be composed—not of little black- 
heads, as I had taken for granted—but of 
hooded mergansers—fish ducks! And we 
had baited them with corn! We saw one 
redhead, a pair of mallard, and a few 
wood ducks, and we heard mallard every 
night, but all the bunches were mer- 
gansers! 

Well, the joke was on us all right, so 
we took our medicine and made the best 
we could of it. 

Two years The Varmint stayed on 
White Lake, and many a good time she 
gave the Mate, the boys and me. Last 
summer I took her over to Lake Wacca- 
maw, a much larger body of water, but 
with the fishing not nearly so good. The 
bass were scarce here, the calico bass 
were not biting, so we had to take it out 
mostly in trolling for white perch. The 
Waccamaw method of fishing for white 
perch is to live-bait for them when 
“schooling.” And when they do school 
pretty much every boat on the lake gets 
to work, and they are often caught in 
large numbers at such times. 

As a digression here I wish to note that 
most of the small boats on Waccamaw 
are dugouts, a type of boat that I thought 
to be nearly extinct in this State. And 
so universal is this boat locally that even 
some of the gasoline boats are of this 
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type. I had the unique experience of 
taking a trip in a dugout gas boat, and 
the boys told me that there were three 
of this type there. They are carefully 
fashioned, copper banded and _ riveted, 
and very resistive of decay. Cypress is 
the wood out of which they are cut, of 
course. 

But back to our white perch. The na- 
tives have a method of “calling” them, 
by snapping the fingers on the surface 
and splashing with the hand. I snapped 
until my fingers were sore, and splashed 
until tired, but the fish always seemed 
deaf! On acalm day, when there seemed 
any likelihood that the perch would school, 
one could hear the snapping and splashing 
going on all over the lake, though I am 
inclined to think that there was a lot of 
wasted energy in the proceeding. 

But one could always catch a few troll- 
ing with a small spoon and light-colored 
trailer fly on about number two hook. 
And those caught trolling averaged larger 
than the fish the school fishermen brought 
in. Our largest was caught by the Mate— 
and she was very proud of her fifteen- 
ounce specimen. The Mate also caught 
our only bass, and our only grindle (mud- 
fish )—trolling. 

But the sailing! That was worth while. 
One day, as The Varmint walked in 
ahead of a fresh sou’wester, a watcher 
ashore remarked to one of the boys: 
“Does that man want to drown his wife?” 
forgetting that anywhere within three- 
quarters of a mile of shore the water 
was nowhere more than chest deep. Not 
that we always kept on “praying bot- 
tom” by any means, as we took the little 
boat about quite a bit, especially on our 
trolling and sailing trips. Double paddle 
or single, sailing or drifting, fishing or 
cruising, a Waterat or a Varmint is 
a powerful nice thing to possess. And I 
expect, in the future, to always keep one 
on hand. 

I am sorry to say that I have not been 
so situated as to be able to go a-cruising 
in The Varmint. With a little modifica- 
tion in her rig she will prove an ideal 
cruising craft, I know, and perhaps this 
summer But that, I hope, will be 
another story! 
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COMMON SENSE IN TWENTY BORES 


BY EDWARD C. CROSSMAN 


thing and will occasionally kill, then 

isn’t the thirty-four-inch barrel still 
better—and why? If a 5%-lb. gun is nice 
to handle, then why isn’t still more gun 
still nicer, and why not carry 7 Ibs.? If 
% oz. of shot is good, then why isn’t 1% 
oz. still better? This is the sort of thing 
that puts the wrinkles in the fair face of 
the sporting-goods dealer, and makes re- 
forestration of his topknot desirable for 
the sake of his looks. ; 

In nearly any crowd of up-to-date shot- 
gun men there will be found two entirely 
different schools of thought. One declares 
for long-barreled, heavy-weight, small- 
bore guns, 12 gauge in all save the hole 
through the barrel. In 20-12-bore guns 
some of the worst bitten and most violent 
of the cranks shoot 16 and 12-gauge 
charges, raving violently the while as to 
the superiority of these loads over all 
others, whether of 28 or 10-bore variety. 

They use Roman candles for shells, 
crammed, in the case of the 20-bore, with 
an ounce of shot and three drams of pow- 
der. Then some of them fool themselves 
into thinking that so superior are their 
loads in velocity and general “git thar” 
effectiveness that they can tell the differ- 
ence in the impact when they hit ducks. 
They enjoy themselves, so why complain. 
Yet, at this, their example is not the best 
for the neophyte to follow, any more than 
he should go to work and buy one of these 
triple-action, high-speed, four-cylinder Ac- 
cidental Accelerated Express rifles at one 
hundred ($100) bucks when he has never 
shot even a plain .30-30. If, after long 
experience with the plain, ordinary 20- 
bore of commerce, he decides on one of 
those Roman-candle eaters, that is his 
lookout, and he’s doing it with his eyes 
open. 

Cold-blooded pressure guns and chrono- 
graphs say that shooting 12-gauge charges 
in 20-gauge guns gives merely the delight- 
ful features of very high breech pressures, 
with a slight increase of velocity out of 
proportion to the increase in chamber 
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pressures. The use of the big charges in 
the small gun may earn fifty foot-seconds 
over the normal, which in actual use would 
not amount to one whoop so far as cut- 
ting down lead and adding to killing 
power is concerned. Old W. W. Greener, 
conservative and experienced, not feather- 
headed and theoretical, says that the 
ordinary charges now used in game guns 
develop all the velocity we need, all the 
velocity the gun will handle, and that pat- 
tern, pattern, always, is the desirable thing 
in the shotgun. 

If this is true in the 12 and 16 bore, 
how much more does it apply in the case 
of the 20, with its small charge of shot! 
The great weakness of the little gun is in 
its sparseness of pattern. If test proves 
that its pattern is not dense enough for 
the game sought, then it is far better to 
use a larger gun than to attempt to make 
up for its deficiencies by cramming in 
more shot in a gun already handling a load 
that is giving more than normal 12-gauge 
breech pressures. 

The solution in the small gun, according 
to the best English practice, is not to chuck 
in a lot more powder, but to use larger 
shot. A big shot holds its speed much 
longer than does a small shot, and, al- 
though starting out with but the same ve- 
locity as its smaller brother, it is inclined 
to punch a much more severe hole through 
the duck because of its higher speed on 
arrival and its greater weight. 

An ounce of No. 4 shot in a well-bored 
20 will give sufficient density for ducks 
at reascnable duck ranges. Also, it can 
be shot with no greater pressure on the 
gun than is developed by % oz. of 9’s. 
Also, one No. 4 pellet, starting with the 
same muzzle velocity as a No. 6 pellet, 
is traveling considerably faster at 50 yards 
and hits a much harder punch. If this 
won't work, then a larger gun and more 
shot are called for. There is little sense 
in ramming in more powder and still more 
powder behind 7%-oz. loads of 6’s in the 
effort to emulate a high-power rifle in 
velocity. 








Common Sense in Twenty Bores 


Let’s see about that chucking in more 
powder. The London Field, years ago, 
proved by their tests that, given one ounce 
of shot and a certain velocity, the shot 
were driven at the same speed by 38 grains 
of bulk powder in the 12 bore and 32 
grains in the 20 bore. 

Thus you can see that with an equal 
amount of shot the 20 bore, because of the 
greater friction of the shot charge and the 
greater force imparted by the powder, 
drove its load as fast as did the 12 bore, 
and used 6 grains less powder. Therefore, 
if you shoot 7% oz. of shot in the 20 and 
an ounce in the 12, your little gun is giv- 
ing more velocity than the big one unless 
there is a considerable difference in the 
powder charge. True, the little gun is 
giving more chamber pressure, but it ex- 
poses less area of metal to the pressure; 
you cannot get velocity without it. 

Your velocity, therefore, is sufficient. It 
is as high as the normal 12-bore speed, 
and the only weak point is the small 
amount of shot and consequent thinness of 
pattern. 

The English believe in overcoming this, 
in cases of necessity, by adding shot, but 
you never find them attempting to add 12- 
bore charges of powder as well. The 
2¥%-dram limit is never exceeded. There 
is some sense in shooting an ounce of shot 
in a 20 if % oz. does not give you enough 
density, but there is no sense in shooting 3 
drams of powder, regardless of what the 
shot load may be. You can shoot 3 drams 
in safety if the shot load is low, say around 
¥% oz. of 6 size, but you have gained noth- 
thing, and lost a lot. Shot, being round, 
loses velocity quite fast, and the faster you 
drive it, the faster it loses in proportion. 
To get penetration where penetration is 
urgent, weight of pellet, and not initial 
velocity, is the thing to consider. Also, 
when you drive shot at high speed, you are 
quite likely to blow the pattern to the four 
winds—and you cannot get around the pri- 
mary principle that regardless of velocity, 
penetration, or anything else, to kill you 
first must hit. Also with the shotgun, you 
must hit with several pellets to ensure 
knocking out the game, unless you are 
using poisoned pellets. Pattern is every- 
thing. 

Therefore, make up your mind that to 


kill with the 20 bore, particularly with up- 
land game, you need not go above 2% 
drams of bulk shotgun smokeless, and that 
% oz. is your standard load. If you fancy 
trying the ounce stunt, get out your pat- 
terning paper and shoot ten patterns be- 
fore you make up your mind. Also it is 
not good medicine to go to the ounce point 
with small shot like 9’s, and there is no 
need for it. The great number of pellets 
in the load keep the pattern dense enough 
with a full choke 20. If your patterning 
shows mysterious jagged holes in the paper 
from lead pencil size up, quit that load. 
The shot is balling, and there is something 
wrong. 

Now all the load that should go into a 
20-bore gun of 20-bore weight, and with 
20-bore barrel dimensions, can be gotten 
into a 234-inch casing. You can put the 
full 213-dram and %-oz. load into this case 
and have plenty of room left for wadding 
to cushion down the shock of starting the 
shot. Don’t fall for the three-inch Roman- 
candle thing. Some makers recommend 
using the 234-inch casing in their 2% 
chambers, and if your choice falls in that 
direction, then you can get standard 20- 
bore chamber. If the gun is of other make, 
then specify 234-inch chamber when you 
get it. If you use only 3% oz. of shot then 
fill up the space with wadding. 

Then is the vexed question of barrel 
length. 

The size of the gentleman using the gun 
has something to do with the length of the 
barrels thereof, but not everything. A 
20 bore with 24-inch barrels is none the 
less a freak in the hands of a small man 
than it is in the hands of a big one. A 34- 
inch barrel 20 bore is none the less hungry 
and lean looking,~a veritable Cassius gun, 
because a six-footer shoots it. 

One of our American makers recom- 
mends long-barreled 20-bore guns, 30 to 
34 inches. But, with the consequent large 
and heavy frame, and tendency to heavy 
weights, I presume they feel they might as 
well go the whole hog. On the other hand, 
another well-known concern favors short 
guns and light weights in 20 bore. Still 
another of our makers favors the heavy 
size of 6 lbs. and pull for 30 and 32-inch 
barrels. 

The English and the Continental gun- 
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makers, as a whole, kick about guns longer 
than 28 inches even in the 12-bore gun. 
Our 742 Ibs. 80 and 32-inch 12-bore they 
classify as a pigeon gun, of heavy weight. 
The German makers run to 26-inch bar- 
rels for their 20 bores, and the English 
like 27 or 28. Seems to be a case of pay 
your money and take your choice. 

Personally, I would never own a 20 bore 
with 26-inch barrels. I used one, on ducks, 
for two weeks or so, firing seven or eight 
hundred shots during the time. At the end 
of the shoot, I had made up my mind on 
three things—that I had yet to see any- 
thing sweeter working and nicer fitted 
than that gun; that | would never again 

featherweight 5'%4-lb. gun, 
and that I would never again go below 28 
inches for barrel length. 

We might as well stop here to spear the 
fallacy of long barrels shooting “harder.” 
In the days of black powder they used to 
chuck in powder until the unburnt grains 
would blow out of the muzzle. Smokeless 
powder is a different animal. 

With dense powders the full energy is 
practically expended in a barrel 20 inches 
or less and in a 20-inch barrel you would 
get more velocity than you would in one 
30 inches. Bulk smokeless powders are 
just a bit less hurried in their work, but 
practically the same holds true of the 
whole family. In your 25-inch barrel you 
get more velocity from any smokeless load 
than you would from your 32-inch Long 
Tom. The difference is not worth an in- 
stant’s consideration, being merely a paper 
one, but as what little there is exists in 
favor of the short barrels, don’t 
velocity as an argument in favor of the 
long ones. 

The desirability of long 
the steadiness and swing that we get 
from the extended tubes. Also the long 
barrels are more accurate, but I opine that 
their chief virtue lies in the steadiness 
which they impart even to a very light 
gun. A light-weight, long-barreled, prop- 
erly balanced gun is far more buoyant and 
sweet handling than a gun of the same 
weight with short tubes. I am impressed 
with the difference every time I pick up 
my 82-inch, and my 28-inch 20 that stands 
in the same cabinet. If you have handled 
many rifles, you'll note the difference in 
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handling a long-barreled one, and a short, 
sawed-off automatic, even though they 
weigh the same. 

The question of stock length, which in 
turn depends usually upon the size of the 
chap shooting the gun, limits to some ex- 
tent the barrel length. As the two ex- 
tremes, a gun with 1434-inch stock would 
look supremely out of proportion with 26- 
inch barrels, and one with 13-inch stock 
would look still more ridiculous with 32- 
inch barrels. 

Even with long stock, which means one 
over 14'4% inches, a 20 bore looks a bit lean 
and with barrels, but 
properly balanced, and around six pounds, 
what an elegant handling weapon it is! 
For the looks of the critter the 20 with 
less than 14¥%-inch stock should hardly go 
over 30 inches in barrel length. The 30- 
inch stretch is a happy medium that I feel 
constrained to recommend for general con- 
sumption. If the stock flops below the 
14-inch mark, then the gun can well be a 
28-incher. It is a bit hard to balance up a 
short-stocked gun with 30-inch barrels, and 
still harder to make 32-inch tubes come out 
right without loading the stock, which | 
would not tolerate. 

I saw not-long ago a 32-inch barreled 
high-priced gun with the point of balance 
four inches or more ahead of the standing 
breech. Needless to say it was muzzle- 
heavy and bad handling. Balance is partly 
a matter of personal opinion, but still regu- 
lated by the best usage. A six-pound, 32- 
inch 20 bore, for example, should balance 
from 214 to 3 inches ahead of the stand- 
ing breech, and the barrels and fore-end 
never should weigh less than the stock and 
frame. An ill-balanced light-weight gun 
is a crime. 

Another thing bearing on barrel length 
is the use you have for the gun. In open 
country, say in a duck blind, the 32-inch 
barrels are indicated unless the stock is 
very short, below 14 inches. It should be 
a very extreme case to drag down the bar- 
rels below 30 inches, and said extreme 
case means either a short stock and a 
featherweight gun, or else snap-shooting 
in an overgrown country where the short 
gun is the handiest to use. 

Practice often kicks theory in the eye. 
I was convinced after using a 32-inch bar- 
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rel 20 bore for some months that, while it 
was a bully gun in the open on compara- 
tively level ground, as soon as I started 
my old game of chasing the quail to their 
very lairs, which means up steep hills, the 
short gun would be the handiest. 

Then the lady and I, with a 32-inch, and 
a short, 28-inch 20 bore, respectively, got 
into the bluebirds, covey broken up, and 
lying in a cactus patch, where they had to 
be kicked out. Every shot added to my 
liking for those long barrels. I rather 
outshot myself. We left the covey and 
two hours later ran into another one in a 
steep gulch in the hills. Promptly the 
birds flew for the steep hillsides, as is the 
habit of California quail. We climbed 
after them. 

Then when we got above them they 
commenced to buzz out, merely gray-blue 
flashes of quail across the steep gulch. 
We had traded guns. The lady hit them 
and I didn’t, and I wasn’t a bit pleased 
over the performance. Magnaminously I 
traded guns with her again to see how the 
long one acted in such country—and I 
came to the conclusion that even on a 
steep hillside, with shots at quail merely 
half snaps at fast disappearing birds 
among the scrub oak, the long gun was 
still the best. 

Back at the cactus patch again, into the 
reunited and rejuvenated and encouraged 
covey, I missed some more with the short 
gun, and out-shot myself with the long 
one. Also it seemed to affect the lady the 
same way. She hit nothing with the 
shorter one, although, of course, some 
peculiarity of stock fit may have affected 
this, while on the steep gulch side she 
seemed to have no difficulty in handling 
the long gun, and hitting the birds. 

Then and there, 28-inch barrels went to 
join the ranks of the has-wasers, so far 
as we were concerned. Mebbe so we'll 
trade back again some time, but I mis- 
doubt it if California quail and ducks re- 
main the quarry. 

From the standpoint of beauty, a 30- 
inch gun is prettier than the $2-inch— 
talking now of 20 bores. A lucky swap 
has put into my power the right to order 
a fine English 20—and I’m afraid to do 
it for the reason that if I specify 32-inch 
barrels I’ll wish I’d made them 30 for 


looks, and if I say 30, I'll wish for 32 for 
the sake of efficiency. I presume I'll never 
get that gun—because I’m afraid to spoil 
such a paragon as it would be by the 
wrong barrel length. I shoot a 1434-inch 
stock, so you see I am on the border line 
of the two-barrel lengths. 

I hardly think there is much room for 
argument along the weight question. I’ve 
played with the 20 bore pretty steadily for 
some years, and regard one extreme in 
weight as foolish as the other. I would 
not carry home for my own use such a 
freak as a 20 bore weighing more than 
6% lbs. An English 12-bore game gun 
to shoot 1% oz. of shot usually falls at 
about this weight. I also would not care 
to shoot a 5%-lb. 20-bore gun with 2% 
drams and % oz. of shot. My first 20 
weighed this, and it proved to be too light 
for comfort. Even at this it is less of an 
error than the heavy 634-lb. cannon. The 
main thing is that it was too short. I 
imagine that a 30- or 32-inch 5%-lb. 20 
would be a little dream, could it be made 
strong to take the punch of the 2%4-dram 
load. 

My new gun is going to be from 5% 
to 6 lbs. with long barrels for steadiness 
—and the choice is to be at the end of 
firing ten times as many shots fussing 
about with blue rocks at the range, than 
the average man fires at game in the same 
number of years. Game shooting is only 
part of the test, some people get so rat- 
tled over their birds that they don’t know 
whether they’re shooting a 32-inch, eight- 
pound coast-defense article, or a feather- 
weight built on the lines of a carbine. 

There’s no use in going to the 20 as a 
matter of sentiment. Make the change 
for the sake of common sense, said C. S., 
being to the effect that it is foolish to 
carry more than you have to. This being 
the reason, then get 20-bore weight in a 
20-bore gun—and this means mighty few 
ounces in excess of 6 Ibs. 

And, if ever you find a 20 bore with 32- 
inch barrels that is said by its owner to 
shoot right, that fits you, and that is per- 
fectly balanced, kick the owner’s feet 
from under him, seize the gun, and flee 
the scene. 

You'll never regret it, unless you’re a 
poor runner! 











AIREDALE, SETTER AND HOUND 


By WARREN H. MILLER 


VI. Yarp 


HEN we returned in April to re- 
W open the house in the Interlaken 

forest, the first creature we laid 
eyes upon was Pepper—running a rabbit! 
He was hardly recognizable, so heavy and 
muscular had he grown from ihe slim 
hound pup that we had left behind in 
December. My good neighbor, Herman 
Beringer, who had taken care of him dur- 
ing the winter, had evidently been feeding 
him well and he had got his full growth. 
All through the winter he had lived and 
slept out of doors in a kennel, which had 
done wonders for his general health and 
robustness. At first he objected strenu- 
ously to this treatment, being used to his 
special mat in my house, and proceeded to 
sing a solo that would put Tetrazzini to 
shame. My friend stood it a little while, 
and then went out quietly to the kennel 
with a whip behind his back. Pep raised 
his muzzle to the skies and started again 
to voice his outraged feelings. Crack! 
went the whip sharply about his muzzle, 
and at the same time my friend raised a 
warning finger. Pep looked about to see 
what had struck him, soon forgot it, and 
again returned to the business in hand. 


3REAKIMNG THE SETTER 


Crack! came the whip a second time, and 
again the finger. Pep looked up inquir- 
ingly, and in a few more tries soon con- 
nected the whip-lash about his muzzle 
with his vocal efforts. After that a mere 
showing of my friend’s head at the back 
door and a warning finger raised sufficed 
to turn off the music, and he gave no more 
trouble. 

The dog was delighted to see us all 
back, and was the first to enter the cold 
house. He looked all over for signs of 
Blaze, but that fuzzy individual would 
play with him no more, for Blaze slept 
under the Interlaken oaks and his master 
had nothing but a carved shingle to re- 
mind him of the stout heart and sterling 
character that once was my Airedale. 
Blaze’s lion heart, his ferocious bark, and 
his terrible fangs had been too much for 
the nigs out in the backwoods beyond the 
forest, who like to do a little second-story 
work on our empty houses in the dead 
of a winter night, and they had succeeded 
in poisoning him. I did not smile again 
for a month. With his undoing also de- 
parted some forty dollars worth of Orp- 
ington chickens, “cooned” a short time 
afterwards, showing how much better he 
had been than any human _ policeman. 








However, I did not get another Airedale, 
much as I admire and like the breed. As 
an Eastern hunting dog he hardly has a 
place, for there is nothing that he can do 
that a good hound cannot do better. For 
Western work, or bear hunting in the 
South, he would fill a well-deserved niche 
in any sportsman’s kennel; but my one 
trip a year to the South for quail hardly 
warranted taking him along. What you 
really need is a good setter or pointer, 
to be used on what quail and pheasants 
we have in the pine country back of us, 
and ready to take South in December, for 
a good bird dog cannot generally be had 
for love or money during the season down 
South, all the native dogs being already 
at work, 

Pepper had developed into a most in- 
humanly smart and able dog. Hunting 
was his one great passion, and I foresaw 
trouble with him in the springtime to 
come. He had a stock rabbit that lived 
up in the brush back of my garden, and 
he ran him for exercise every day, to the 
mutual benefit of himself and bunny. 
Aside from this, his consuming motive in 
life was food, and he would go to any 
lengths to scheme out a way to steal some. 
Opening the icebox catch with his nose 
and swiping the family steak, lifting the 
cover deftly off garbage pails or knocking 
them over, and raiding the kitchen via the 
swinging door of the pantry, which he 
soon learned to open with a push of his 
nose, all came naturally to him. His 
grandest undertaking was swallowing a 
whole tureen of red-hot soup, set outside 
to cool off. When the cook went for it, 
Pep was suspiciously bulgy and the tureen 
was empty; enough for a family of six 
was inside of him, though how he 
managed to cool it in transit is still a 
mystery. 

He was still a bit gunshy, as I soon 
found out when practicing with the rifle 
and supplementary with .380 Colt auto- 
matics, which fit the big .35 Winchester 
in a Marble-Brayton steel auxiliary car- 
tridge. Even the little .22 made him jump 
at every shot. Dog biscuits did not help 
much, for after the first few shots he 
got the idea that to get a bit of dog biscuit 
meant the report of the gun, and he pre- 
ferred not to eat on those terms. So we 
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PEPPER, THE FOXHOUND, FULL GROWN 


just tied him and Scout II right alongside 
the firing stand, and they soon curled up 
and went to sleep during the target prac- 
tice. 

I bought Scout II a few days after 
returning to Interlaken, and at the same 
time purchased a fine pointer puppy for 
the kennel of Mr. Warner, of the 
FIELD AND STREAM publications. The 
setter was a black, white and tan-ticked 
dog, seven months old; sire, Buccaneer’s 
Mark (Buccaneer—Flavilla’s Ruby) ; dam, 
Champion Captain Whitestone’s Queen 
(Ch. Captain Whitestone—Tray Dan 
Gladstone)—a good breeding, less inbred 
than Scout I, and therefore more able to 
withstand distemper. For a long while I 
hesitated between him and an orange and 
white puppy of the Whitestone stock, a 
splendid litter, all of whom gave good ac- 
counts of themselves; but, while I hesi- 
tated, every last one of them was bought! 
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PEPPER, SCOUT II (EIGHT MONTHS OLD), AND THEIR 
MASTER 


The new puppy was a very handsome 
dog, marked much the same as Ch. Count 
Whitestone II, with black head and ears, 
with white parting line, white body lightly 
ticked, and black patch on rump and root 
of tail. Tan, as usual, on chops, inside 
of ears, tan “eyebrows” over eyes, and a 
few tan ticks on legs. Like all setter 
pups, this dog proved exceedingly affec- 
tionate and companionable. When he first 
arrived, the most noticeable thing about 
him was his speed. He seemed to have 
lots of it on exhibition, and gave Pep, the 
fast foxhound, all he could do to catch 
him. The advantage of having at least 
two dogs now became very evident as the 
days went by, for these two played the 
live-long day when not sunning themselves 
out in the yard. One or the other would 
get up after a short sleep and challenge 
his chum to a race, whereupon the whole 
yard would be torn up, the vegetable gar- 
den mauled unmercifully, and the whole 
air and sky would seem full of racing 
black, white and tan streaks. Great work 
for both of them; kept them in iron-hard 
condition, and took off some of the fat 
that Pep had been accumulating during 
the winter. 
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For the first month aiter 
Scout II’s arrival I did nothing 
in the way of training. He 
was very nervous and timid, 
and apparently had little sense 
or bird nose, for during our 
walks afield he never poifited 
small birds as Scout I always 
did. There was a tremendous 
difference in character between 
the two setters, Scout I aggres- 
sive and fearless to a degree, 
Scout II backward, timid and 
lacking initiative. But I bided 
my time. Many a puppy who 
points birds of all sorts when 
very young gets over it about 
the fifth month and will then 
only point large birds or game. 
This was so with Scout II. My 
pigeons always roused him to 
the highest pitch of enthusiasm, 
and his puppy points on the 
neighbors’ chickens were very 
laughable and a constant de- 
light to his owner, who began 
to realize that he had here a real bird dog. 

In a few weeks I began to notice that 
in a quiet way I was being silently adored 
by my puppy. No matter where I went, 
within a very few minutes the pup would 
come trotting up and curl down some- 
where near me. If I went out and shut 
the door between him and me, he would 
bark and carry on until let out, when he 
would lie down in the sun just as near 
me as he could get. That was what I 
had been waiting for—to have him arrive 
at that state of mind where he would do 
anything in the world to please his idol. 
That was the time to begin training, not 
before, when his timidity and lack of con- 
fidence in his new master would simply 
make him bolt at any thought of being 
forced to do anything. A puppy’s men- 
tality is much more elementary than even 
that of a two-year-old child; he simply 
does not get your meaning in most cases, 
and, not being able to comprehend what 
you want, gets frightened at not being 
able to please you. 

There are a number of good booklets 
on dog training, the best of them being 
Haberlein’s “Amateur Trainer” and Dr. 
Burette’s “Modern Breaking.” Then there 








is Hammond’s “Dog Training,” 
an older work, but full of good 
ideas. I read and re-read them 
all carefully while preparing 
myself for the work of training 
Scout, and, besides them, had 
much valuable advice from 
good dog breakers who have 
not published their methods. 
Haberlein’s book I should say 
would be the best manual for 
the professional breaker who 
wants to get good and perma- 
nent results in the shortest pos- 
sible time, and his method has 
the characteristic German thor- 
oughness from the ground up. 
Much of it the dog owner who 
loves his pets can hardly agree 
with, being unnecessarily harsh 
for a pet dog to undergo; but 
the actual training method ad- 
vocated by him is sound and 
thorough and will get results 
with the most backward puppy. 
Dr. Burette takes the opposite 
view from him in the conduction of the 
training curriculum, preferring field work 
before yard work, and publishes a method 
of pinching the dog’s ear to enforce obe- 
dience in preference to the force collar. 
| should say that the force collar would 
be necessary with a grown dog, but other 
more humane methods of enforcing obedi- 
ence will answer for a young puppy under 
a year old. Hammond’s method is the one 
entirely by persuasion, using no force at 
all, and, of course, takes a lot of time and 
patience, obedience being almost entirely 
dependent upon the personal love of the 
dog for his master. Pups will be pups, 
and go their ways with the kindest master 
if so inclined, so that his method is sure to 
be long-winded and apt to result in failure 
in the excitement of actual field work. It 
is like the play method of teaching a dog 
to retrieve; if he gets the idea that it is 
a game he may or may not bring back the 
object to you, depending upon the caprice 
of the moment. This method was a par- 
tial failure with Blaze, because he always 
insisted upon a round of play with the 
ball or pad before making up his mind to 
bring it to his master. 

However, for the amateur breaker | 
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THE FIRST STEP IN LEARNING “FETCH !” 


would advise getting and reading both of 
the first two books, and possibly the last, 
before devising any system of his own; 
furthermore, getting all sorts of hints 
from other men who have broken their 
own dogs. Tad, my old darkey down 
South, broke, after a fashion, many a dog, 
and one of his invariable rules was to 
“make ’em do something ebery time befo’ 
dey eats.” I have seen, with him, the 
spectacle of three pointers and a setter 
all “charging down” before four plates 
of food, not a dog daring to stir before 
being ordered to “hie on.” The strongest 
impulse of all in a dog is to fill his skin 
with something edible, so that if you can 
command obedience in the face of that im- 
pulse you will not have much trouble with 
your dog breaking shot. 

I began yard breaking with Scout Il 
when he was eight months old, he having 
had a month of companionship and romps 
afield with Pep and myself before attempt- 
ing any training. I used, in part, Haber- 
lein’s method for retrieving, omitting the 
force collar. Scout II was one of those 
dogs who would not stir nor pay any at- 
tention whatever if you rolled a ball and 
called “Fetch!” He simply did not get 
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win 


your idea at all. He had a ball of his 
own which he would play with by the 
hour, but if you took it away from him 
and rolled it ever so little, he was through 
with that ball for some time. All he 
could understand was that you had taken 
the ball away from him, for some un- 
known reason. But one should be glad 
rather than otherwise if the dog shows 
that trait. It means that he has no “play 
retrieving” to unlearn and will later go 
and get anything that you want him to 
without ever a thought of playing with it 
himself. 

My first lesson was “Sit down!” Call- 
ing him to me, I commanded, “Sit down!” 
at the same time firmly pressing down 
his hind quarters. Care should be taken 
at this time to intone your command in 
a kind voice, so that the puppy will not 
get frightened and get the idea that he 
has offended you in some way and is 
being punished. The lessons should be 
very short, three or four times and then 
plenty of petting and freedom, after which 
you go through the same thing again. In 
one afternoon I had him so that he would 
sit down with hardly a touch of the hand 
and would stay there until ordered up. 
As time went by, in maybe ten days’ time, 
the mere raising of the hand and the com- 
mand, “Sit down!” would bring him to 
pose, with his ears fallen and looking at 
you as if to say, “Here I am, master; 
anything that you say goes.” A little 
later the mere raising of the hand is suffi- 
cient, but it will not come with the first 
week nor the second either. Meanwhile, 
at each meal I enforced the order, 
“Charge down!” pressing his head gently 
down and holding him there for some 
time, repeating “Charge!” in a firm, kind 
voice. In two weeks he got so that he 
would stay there without the restraining 
hand and not arise until the order “Hie 
on!” In order not to let him get this 
order irrevocably connected with his eat- 
ing dish only, I used another method of 
“Charge!” for which I am indebted to 
Mr. Boyce, who is training Mr. War- 
ner’s pointer. A strong cord is attached 
to the dog’s collar and led under your 
instep between the heel and sole of your 
shoe. The dog is standing beside you, and 
at the order “Charge!” given with up- 
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raised left hand, you pull firmly on the 
cord with your right. The dog sees your 
upraised hand beckoning him down, and 
Teels a concealed impulse from the collar 
cord drawing him resistlessly downward 
into the proper position for “Charge!” 
i. e., with head between outstretched paws. 
Never mind his hind quarters; he will at- 
tempt to roll over, but they will take care 
of themselves later if the head and paws 
are right. Under this impulse the dog 
slowly settles to correct charging position 
without ever your laying a hand on him, 
and soon comes to regard that out- 
stretched hand as an order to charge 
which he must obey. Neither of these 
lessons is at all spectacular, and the dog 
will not like them much. They give him 
no chance to show off, and a dog is a 
veritable child when it comes to that! 
Far different is it with retrieving. Here 
is something that he likes, and he will be 
as proud of that accomplishment as 
Punch, once he learns it. I used Haber- 
lein’s method, with modifications of my 
own. When you roll a ball or throw a 
stick and say “Fetch!” the dog has no 
idea whatever what you want. “Fetch!” 
to you means go and get something and 
bring it to the master—much too compli- 
cated for the dog’s mentality to grasp. It 
is easy to you, because you know what 
“Fetch!” means. But to the dog it is 
just another queer sound, and if you get 
angry at his apparent stupidity, he sees 
that and gets unhappy and frightened. 
Now, a terrier will naturally run after any 
small object rolling or tumbling on the 
ground; it’s in his blood as an earth dog. 
Not so a setter, who carries his head high 
and depends on nose and eyes to locate 
things. You must begin further back 
with him. The idea to inculcate is that 
“Fetch!” means to open his mouth and 
take something. With Haberlein the force 
collar is put on, the dog brought to “Sit 
down!” and the pad presented to the dog’s 
mouth, with the order, “Fetch!” The col- 
lar is then pulled, and at the pain the dog 
opens his mouth to yell and the pad is 
instantly put in his mouth. Then comes 
“Hold it!” the dog’s lower jaw being held 
by your hand to prevent it dropping the 
cob or pad. The dog soon learns to open 
his mouth promptly to avoid the pain of 








the force collar and its spikes or constrict- 
ing strap, as the case may be. I foresaw 
that a force collar would ruin a timid, 
nervous dog like Scout II]. While not in 
the least afraid of other dogs, he had evi- 
dently had rough handling from men while 
in the kennel, and was afraid of all men, 
even his master. So I substituted for the 
force collar the direct opening of his 
mouth with a grip on the lower gums at 
the order “Fetch!” instead of using the 
force collar. At the third trial he held it 
like a lamb, and at the fourth opened his 
mouth himself and took the pad of his own 
accord, holding it sitting down while | 
walked around him. That was all for the 
first lesson, and after some half hour of 
play with Pep I called him off and re- 
peated the lesson. Next day he had it 
down fine, and then | took the next step, 
which was “Fetch here!” walking away 
from him backwards and beckoning him 
on. He followed me about like a chicken, 
and at the order “Sit down!—Let go!” 
gave over the pad as nicely as anyone 
could wish. A few repetitions of this les- 
son were all for that day. Next day | 
tried “Fetch!” this time holding the pad 
a few inches below his mouth, and at the 
fourth repetition accidentally-on-purpose 
dropped it on the floor, whereat Scout 
picked it up and walked around after me 
with it, proud as a peacock. From that 
to throwing the pad a few yards away and 
commanding him, “Dead bird; go fetch!” 
was an easy step, and my pupil was so 
proud of this accomplishment that you 
couldn’t try him often enough with it. 
Never once did the idea of running off 
with the pad on his own hook and playing 
with it occur to him. 

The next step was to walk around with 
him at my heels and drop the pad un- 
known to him. Then “Fetch dead bird! 
Dead! Dead! Fetch!” and he would 
hunt for it, pick it up and bring it to me 
like an old-timer. Proud! Lord, that dog 
thought more of all this education than 
any college professor with a million di- 
plomas! You will note that I used the 
terms and commands that you actually use 
in field work on quail; important, because 
if overlooked and a new set of terms used 
when hunting, the dog will be all at sea 
again. For this reason I do not like “To- 
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TEACHING “CHARGE!” WITHOUT TOUCHING 
THE DOG 


Note cord attached to collar and passing under 
trainer’s instep to his right hand. 


ho!” I never use it in the field, but rather 
the word “Careful!” to the young puppy 
making game and drawing up on his birds. 
“To-ho!” means to stop, and that is just 
what you don’t want the dog to do. When 
he goes into point he will stop himself, in 
a cataleptic fit, and you couldn’t push him 
ahead if you tried. Rather, you repeat 
the order, “Careful!” or “Steady!” and 
work forward yourself with ready gun. 
At the rise of the covey you fire, and the 
next order to your-dog will be “Charge!” 
if he attempts to break point. Then you 
reload and order the dog on, still repeating 
“Careful!” so that if any lone birds are 
still sitting he will point them. Then, if 
no birds are left, and the covey has been 
marked down, the next order the dog gets 
is “Fetch dead bird!” you meanwhile help- 
ing him find them and encouraging him to 
seek with the order “Dead! Dead! Fetch 
dead bird, Scout!” until all are located. 
At present writing this is as far as 
Scout’s lessons have progressed. Aside 
from daily perfecting him in them and 
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teaching him implicit obedience to these 
simple commands at a distance, it is as 
far as I intend to go for the present, for 
meanwhile the field lessons are going 
ahead. At present I am using a pigeon, 
which has about the same scent as a 
woodcock and much fainter than quail. 
The pigeon has his wings clipped and is 
liberated in a field grown up to tall grass. 
Scout is brought on the scene and allowed 
to work over the ground, roading the 
pigeon’s trail and coming to a puppy point 
when on the bird. Following this I shall 
buy a pair of quail, keeping them in a 
shallow box with muslin over it and a 
large pan of water sunk in the bottom, 
for quail must have access to lots of water. 
These will be tied out in the field with 
long, light cords and the puppy field- 
broken on them, which ought to put him 
in good shape for the coming winter’s 
shooting. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Warner’s puppy, Shot, 
of the same age as Scout, has been under 
the care of a professional trainer for the 
last two months. She is considerably 
more advanced in her education than 
Scout, as more time has been put on her. 
Her trainer has merely to raise his hand 
at any time and she will charge, even if 
at full gallop, and in retrieving he can 
drop any object, walk around with the dog 
and then command “Fetch!” and she will 
hunt for it and bring it triumphantly to 
him. On being tried out on the pigeon 
scheme described above, she roaded the 
pigeon like a veteran, held steady on 
point, though there was a cord attached 
to her collar for stopping her in case she 
broke, and, as the pigeon walked away 
more and more, she went from point to 
roading and into point again, just like a 
full-grown dog. She is eight months old 
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and is of typical first-class pointer extrac- 
tion, being by Riprap’s Jack out of Coff- 
man’s Lady Fishel. 

A final note here—on distemper. I 
found it practically impossible to get a 
dog to fill my specifications, “a year old 
and over distemper.” Most litters of good 
stock get sold quite young, and all are 
gone before nine months of age. The 
kennel advised me that they seldom have 
any trouble with distemper and do not al- 
low the dogs to take it for future immu- 
nity, but they do protect their dogs against 
infection by a hypodermic injection of 
Pasteur’s anti-distemper serum. While 
the immunity given by this is only tempo- 
rary—about two months--two cubic centi- 
meters of it injected under the skin inside 
each hind leg of your dog will protect him 
for that time, say during the critical 
months of early spring, when distemper 
is rife in the land. Both Shot and Scout 
were so treated on arrival. The dose of 
four cc. of serum costs 75 cents, and the 
steel hypodermic syringe of 5-cc. capacity 
costs $2.50. A vet. will charge you $2, 
plus the cost of the serum, to make the 
treatment; so I spent the money on a 
syringe and a tube of serum and did the 
iob myself, knowing well that I would 


have to repeat it later. There is little 
pain caused by the operation. Repeated 
two months later, it gives you four 


months’ immunity, for the months of 
April, May, June and July, by which time 
the dog is nearly a year old and much 
more able to withstand an attack of dis- 
temper. After that one injection every six 
months will carry him on well into matu- 
rity, when the danger of a fatal case is 
much less. 


NEXT CHAPTER: FIELD TRAINING 





“TO THE FLY” 


Little fly, little fly, you are quite a fake, 

But for catching rainbow trout you surely take the cake. 
Starving creatures of the brooklet take a chance at you, 
If at first they don’t succeed they try until they do. 


Down the river always floating, with your little pointed hook, 
Snaring fishlets just for pasttime; are you surely not a crook? 
Yet I love you and will have you, long as I can be about, 
Little fly I want you badly, when I am in need of trout. 


CHARLES A. SINGLER. 
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SALT-WATER BAITS 


1. Sand worm. 2. Shedder crab. 3. Sand bug. 4. Shrimp. 5. Squid. 6. Blood worm. 


SALT-WATER TACKLE AND BAITS 


BY HERBERT K. SAVAGE . 





F you are a dweller on the Atlantic 

Coast and have never heard the insist- 

ent call of the pounding surf, nor felt 
the fierce smash of the bluefish strike; 
if you have never anxiously watched the 
thinning out of the line on your reel-spool 
as you vainly tried to stop the rush of 
a mighty bass, believe me, sir, you have 
certainly missed something! If you have 
never been in a boat in the midst of the 
splashing weakfish which were annihila- 
ting a school of wriggling sand-eels, nor 


set forth in quest of the elusive, leaping 
tuna, nor attempted to lift the head off an 
eight-pound flounder or six-pound sea- 
bass through sixty feet of water, then 
truly you are letting a chance, and a good 
one, for midsummer sport in the open get 
away from you, and it is time to spend 
some of your money ir the further enjoy- 
ment of health and happiness. 

Many a man who would have liked to 
have tried this form of sport has been 
deterred by the initial cost as detailed to 
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SALT-WATER RODS 


Two-piece boat rod; bethabara, spring butt, surf 
casting rod; 8 oz bay rod; greenheart surf rod, spring 
butt, 6-foot 38-inch tip; tuna gaff. 


him by some surf-fishing enthusiast. The 
list, as furnished by this “bug,” reads 
something as follows: One throw-off 
reel, 300 yards capacity, made of German 
silver and hard rubber, $18; one surf- 
casting rod, split bamboo, German silver 
mounted, agate guides and casting top, 
$20 to $25; two hundred yards of 15- 
thread line, finest linen, $2.50; hooks, sink- 
ers, swivels, leaders, rod belt, special fish- 
basket, sand spike, etc., $10. Total cost 
from $50.50 to $55.50. 

The expenditure of this amount of 
money is not at all necessary. A good, 
practical outfit may be bought for some- 
where near the following prices: A 300- 
yard nickel and hard rubber throw-off reel 
for from $6 to $7.50, for a reel withour 
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the throw-off attachment further deduct 
about $2; a lancewood, one-piece, spring- 
butt surf-casting rod with agate guides 
and top about $10; without the agates, 
but with German silver mountings, the cost 
would be some $3 less. Only the best line 
should be used and the price for this would 
be, as stated above, from $2.25 to $2.50 
for 200 yards. A rod belt is really neces- 
sary, with a spring-butt pole and such a 
belt costs from $1.50 to $2.50, according 
to the quality and weight of the leather. 
The sand-spike is not necessary, except 
where a very expensive rod is used, and 
you are particularly careful about its ap- 
pearance and do not want the butt all 
scratched up when you jab it into the 
sand preparatory to baiting up. 

The amount of tackle bought, such as 
hooks, sinkers and swivels, need not be 
great, as this supply can be always re- 
newed even in the smallest coast town. 
The total cost for the above outfit would 
be about $25 at the most. If greenheart 
should be preferred for the rod, the cost 
of it will go above $10 and will be nearer 
$12 or $15. If a cheaper rod be desired, a 
good one-piece rod with a regulation butt, 
not a spring butt, may be had for as low 
as $5. The same applies to two-piece rods, 
and a serviceable wand of this sort may 
be had from $2.50 up. 

For the various kinds of salt-water fish- 
ing the same rod will not answer equally 
well; different styles of rods are used for 
boat and surf fishing, both as regards 
weight and length. For surf fishing a 
one-piece rod should be used, the tip be- 
ing between five feet six inches and six 
feet three inches long. The weight for 
the former length should be about four- 
teen ounces and for the latter about six- 
teen ounces. Rods of this sort are made 
of several different kinds of wood. Green- 
heart, bethabara and lancewood are the 
most popular, although degama and snake- 
wood are also used. A split-bamboo rod 
is generally admitted to be the best on 
account of its greater strength, but it re- 
quires much more attention than the wood 
rods on account of the wrappings, which 
must always be kept tight, otherwise the 
rod would be liable to buckle. Surf rods 
are generally equipped with spring butts, 
either of greenheart, hickory or split bam- 
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boo. Never buy an ash spring butt; this 
advice is given from personal experience. 
These vary in length from 24 to 30 inches, 
the best length for most people being 28 
inches. 

In the plain-butt rods, cane-wound, 
cord-wrapped and cork-covered butts of 
from 13 to 26 inches are great favorites 
with many fishermen who do not care for 
the spring butts on account of the smooth 
wood, which, they claim, is liable to turn 
in the hands while casting. The guides 
and tops should be of agate, but, where 
the fisherman does not want to pay their 
extra cost, German silver bell guides and 
a stirrup casting top of the same material 
will be found to give very good service. 
Trumpet guides of German silver are also 
found on many rods. Guides and cast- 
ing tops are also made from a composition 
called adamant, which is a fair substitute 
for agate, but is liable to crumble and 
does not give the finished appearance to 
a rod that an agate guide does. 

For deep-sea boat fishing a one-piece rod 
with tip length of not more than five feet 
six inches is about right. On account of 
the rougher usage to which this sort of 
rod is put, agate guides are not as prac- 
tical as those made entirely of metal. The 
best guide for a deep-sea rod is either a 
bell guide or ring guide, of German silver, 
as this metal will not tarnish or rust. 
A stirrup casting top of the same metal 
will be found to answer all requirements, 
except where large game fish, such as 
tuna and tarpon, are in question, and then 
an agate top is a necessity. The two- or 
even three-piece rod is very popular for 
off-shore work, as it can be taken apart 
and stowed away when not in use, and 
in a small sea skiff or where there is a 
large crowd of fishermen this feature will 
be appreciated after one experience with 
a cumbersome one-piece tip. 

For bay fishing for snappers or weak- 
fish a light rod weighing not more than 
ten ounces will be found the most sports- 
manlike outfit. A lighter rod than, say, 
five and one-half ounces may be used, but, 
as there is always more or less tide in the 
bays, the drag on the light rod will be 
found to be too heavy, especially where 
shedder crab is the bait used. Add to 
this a two- or three-pound fighting fish 
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ROD BUTTS 





16-inch cord wound; 27-inch split bamboo spring 
butt; 18-inch cane wound; 28-inch greenheart spring 
butt. 


and you will readily see that the very 
light rod is not well adapted to this style 
of angling, strange as it may appear to 
our fresh-water angling enthusiasts. 

The ideal surf-casting reel is one of 
the 300-yard size, holding about 200 yards 
of 15-thread line, and having a free spool 
or throw-off attachment, which allows the 
spool to run free while the handle remains 
stationary. This is a great boon in a surf 
reel, especially when making long casts 
into the wind’s eye, as the head wind will 
slow up your line in an amazing manner, 
the slack of the line between reel and first 
guide being often blown back during the 
end of a long cast and caught in the rapid- 
ly revolving handle, the line being cut in 
half, as if with a sharp knife. Such a reel, 

















SALT-WATER 


300-yard German silver and rubber reel with protecting metal bands and facing; 
reel; 250-yard rubber and nickel reel; 300-yard nickel and 


rubber reel; rosewood off-shore 
with protecting bands. 


with protecting metal bands around the 
rims of the two hard-rubber side-plates 
and a metal facing on the handle side of 
the reel, will be found practically inde- 
structible even with the hardest use. Keep 
it clear of sand and well oiled or packed 
with vaseline and it will give you years 
of service. 

For deep-sea fishing the throw-off at- 
tachment is not necessary, as there is very 
little casting to be done. A reel not 
smaller than the 300-yard size and pref- 
erably of the 850- or 400-yard size will 
give you the best satisfaction. With 15- 
thread line, a good rod and this reel you 
are prepared for any fish that comes along, 
be it mud shark, a 15-pound bluefish, tuna, 
albacore, or even channel bass, if you are 
bottom fishing. For bay fishing a reel of 
150 yards capacity is plenty large enough, 
as most of the fishing is surface fishing, 
and even a giant 10-pound weakfish can 
be stopped within that distance. German 
silver is the best material for the metal 
part of any reel, as it will not rust with 
salt water and spray and also makes a 
better-looking reel. 

There are four sizes of line much in 
use for surf casting: the 12-thread, the 
15-thread, the 18-thread and the 21-thread 
special. The 15-thread is the most popu- 











BOAT REELS 


150-yard nickel and 
rubber reel 


lar, but many fishermen prefer the 18- 
thread size, arguing that the sand in the 
undertow cuts through the 15-thread much 
more quickly than through the larger line. 
The 21-thread special is not seen as often 
as the other three sizes, many people being 
suspicious of its utility, as it is the same 
size as the 15-thread, although containing 
six more strands. The 12-thread is used 
by many expert fishermen, but, being thin, 
is soon frayed through, and after each 
day’s fishing several feet of line will have 
to be cut off the end. One drawback 
to the 18-thread is that it takes up that 
much more water than the 15-size. Some 
prefer 18-thread line for off-shore fishing, 
but as most of the fish caught are flound- 
ers, sea bass, blackfish, croakers, weakfish 
or bluefish, this seems to me to be taking 
undue advantage of the fish and giving 
him no chance for his life. For medium- 
sized tuna, such as are seen and caught 
within several miles of the New Jersey 
coast, a 21-thread line, regular, is the 
usual size employed. For bay fishing a 6- 
thread line should be sufficiently large, as 
there is no heavy casting done, and the 
fish in the bays do not run as large as 
those outside in the open sea. 

For bluefish, channel and striped bass 
hand-forged O’Shaugnessy snelled hooks, 








sizes 6-0, 7-0 and 8-0 are almost universal. 
For kingfish a 2-0 or 1-0 snelled hook will 
be found about right, and for surf fishing 
for weakfish and flounders a 5-0 snelled 
hook. In deep-sea fishing for blackfish 
use the 3-0 size, both snelled and ringed 
hooks being suitable for this sort of fish- 
ing. For sea bass and flounder a slightly 
larger size, 
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as the fish often strike on the down- 
ward trip, and with a loose line you are 
in no position to hook them. This alter- 
nate raising and lowering of the squid 
attracts the attention of any passing 
weakfish or croaker and sometimes that 
of a channel bass, flounder or skate, and 
on several occasions I have caught a 

dogfish while 





say 4-0, should 
be used, as 
these fish have 
larger mouths 
than the black- 
fish. A good 
method of rig- 
ging is to have 
a 4-0 or 5-0 as 
bottom hook 
and a 3-0 at- 
tached to the 
line about 
eight inches 
above that, as 
shown in the 


illustration on 
page 267. j 
When jigging ; 
for weakfish J 


and_croakers, 
which come in 
season about | 


the last of nite ites | x 
September and : iccamyt 


during Octo- 
ber, a_ metal 
squid of about 








\ 

\ 
jigger you 
. a” must be awake 
every minute 


jigging. 
(Durn the 
luck!) When 
your fish is 
hooked do not 
try to lift his 
head off or 
pull him in 
half, for a 
weakfish has a 
very tender 
mouth (that is 
~ where he gets 
his misleading 
name) and the 
hook tears out 
very easily. If 
you wish to 
be a successful 


of the time if 
you do not 
expect to be 
taken un- 
awares and go 
home _ enthusi- 








four or five 
ounces weight 


HOOKS, SWIVELS AND LEADS 


Left to right—Sea bass rig with 4 oz. bank lead; kingfish hook; 
is the best lure. metal_squid, with wire leader and barrel swivel; flounder hook; 


astic but fish- 
less. 


For surf fish- 


andi ‘ r weakfish hook with pearl fin on ieader; three-way adjustable . ‘ 
This squid 1S swivel; right angle swivel; hand forged bass hook; 4 oz. pyramid ing trom the 


m . lead; hook disgorger; 3 oz. bank lead; hand forged hook, twisted 
of block tin, gut leader, three-way swivel and 3 oz. pyramid lead. 


with the hook 

at the lower end and a swivel at the upper 
end. The flash of this metal in the water 
attracts the fish and they evidently take 
it for a bait-fish and strike. 

Jigging is hard work and is done as 
follows: Place the butt of the pole under 
your arm, let your squid down till you 
feel it strike bottom and then raise it 
about six inches from bottom. Sharply 
raise the tip of the rod about two feet, 
then allow it to sink downward again, 
trying to keep a taut line all the time, 


beach various 
baits are used: 
shedder crab, blood and sand worms, mul- 
let, sand eels, squid bait and clams. Of 
these the shedder is the most popular, as it 
is the best all-around bait. Shedder crabs 
may be bought at most of the fish markets 
during the fishing season, in stores which 
regularly supply the angler with fishing 
outfits and in places in the big cities which 
make a special business of supplying all 
the different kinds of live bait, both for 
fresh- and salt-water fishing. The regu- 
lar price at which they are sold is ten 











280 


cents apiece, three for a quarter. A small 
crab will make about four bass baits or 
six small weakfish or kingfish baits, while 
a large shedder is good for six large baits. 
Assuming that you have your crab in hand 
and that the old-timers are watching you 
for signs of greenness, proceed as follows: 
First cut or twist off his two claws, ‘being 
careful that he does not get a strangle hold 
on your finger; break off all his legs; then 
break the back shell and the under coating 
of shell with the handle of your knife, 
and then peel off both shells. When all 
the soft part is exposed, lay the crab on 
its back and cut through the body in a 
straight line from the mouth to the tail, 
thus dividing the crab into two parts. 
Divide this again from side to side, al- 
lowing two leg sockets to each piece. This 
will make four baits from the body of the 
crab, and the claws, when the shell has 
been broken and peeled off, make two 
more. For a large crab, proceed in the 
same way, only divide the body into six 
pieces instead of four, allowing at least 
one leg socket to each piece of bait. Now, 
still showing no verdure in your eye, bait 
up your hook by passing the point through 
as much of the meat as possible, and 
finish up by bringing the barbed point en- 
tirely through the leg socket, which, hav- 
ing a shell rim, will tend to keep the bait 
from working off the hook during casts. 
Be sure to leave the barb entirely free and 
ready for business, and don’t omit a busi- 
nesslike wink at the astonished old-timer, 
who will have been watching you care- 
fully for breaks the while. 

Bloodworms and sandworms should be 
handled carefully, as they can give one 
a nasty nip, and, if the bite be neglected, 
a case of blood poisoning will likely result. 
Bloodworms are reddish purple in color, 
and are found on sandy and muddy shores 
and flats near low-water mark from South 
Carolina to Cape Cod. The sandworm, 
another enticing wiggler with a thousand 
legs a side, has a dark bluish-green color. 
He is found in mud and sandy bars and 
under rocks below high-water mark, and 
is very active and voracious, besides being 
armed with a strong horny jaw. His 
“stamping ground” is from New York 
northward as far as Alaska. The blood- 
worm grows about eight or nine inches 
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long, and the sandworm (or clamworm) 
about the same, although he attains a 
length of about twelve inches in Alaska 
waters. The best way to hook either one 
of them is to run the hook down through 
the body for about two-thirds of their 
length and then expose the point of the 
hook, allowing the two ends of the worm 
to dangle free. For kingfish, one fair- 


sized worm will do; for bass, at least 
three. 
The spearing—that small transparent 


minnow with the bright silver stripe along 
his side—and the mullet are found in the 
pools around inlets and in the undertow 
during the Fall months. The best manner 
of catching them is either with a short 
seine of very fine mesh, which requires 
two fellows to work successfully; with a 
throw-net, which is made circular and has 
lead weights around the edge and is 
thrown in such a way that it spreads out, 
covers the school, and is closed by the 
weight of the leads and then hauled ashore 
by the attached rope; or by a long-handled 
scoop-net, also of very fine mesh (or it 
may be a crab-net lined inside with strong 
mosquito netting). The last way is the 
hardest and wettest manner of catching 
this sort of bait, but it is also much the 
cheapest, when initial cost of outfit is con- 
sidered. The proper way to place these 
fish baits on a heok is to pass the point 
of the hook into the. mouth, bring it out 
through the gill, and then hook it into and 
through the body about half-way down the 
length of the fish. 

Sand eels appear along the shore about 
the beginning of September and stay until 
the end of October. They are washed up 
on the shore by the waves and are speedily 
pounced upon and eaten by the sand fleas 
which swarm upon the beach in such num- 
The easiest way to collect them is 
by gathering up the ones washed upshore, 
but when egough cannot be secured in 
that way, scoop-net and a bathing suit are 
necessary. 

Squid bait is the cheapest and most 
durable of all the salt-water baits, and, 
when strictly fresh, is a good striped-bass 
bait. The squid is a small cuttlefish, hav- 
ing a long, tubelike body and two fins at 
the tail shaped like the wings of an arrow- 
head. The head branches out into arms, 
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which are equipped on the under side 
with suckers. The eyes are on either side 
of the head proper, and underneath the 
head is a funnel, opening forward, through 
which the squid expels the water from the 
tube or mantle cavity which surrounds the 
bodily organs, and by this means propels 
itself backward through the water. In 
color it is purplish-red, changing often, 
when it is swimming about, to deep blue, 
purple and other kindred colors. These 
cuttlefish range in schools and are caught 
in the pound nets and sold by the fisher- 
men for ten cents a pound. The method 
of cutting them up is as follows: Cut off 
the head (and be sure and not throw it 
away, as this is considered the choice 
piece for striped-bass fishing), rip open 
the tube lengthwise, clean out the interior, 
and cut the white meat remaining into 
strips about four or five inches long and 
about an inch or so wide. The two fins 
in themselves make two good baits. After 
cutting up into pieces, peel off the reddish 
outer skin, so that both sides of the bait 
will be white. This is more easily done 
after the cutting up than before. Leave 
one end of the bait to dangle free; this 
moves in the water something like the tail 
of a bait fish. 

Soft clams are also used for surf fish- 
ing, but are considered mostly as a last 
resort when no other bait is available, be- 
cause, being very soft, the action of the 
undertow and sand soon tears the clam 
from the hook. 

For offshore fishing for fluke, sea bass 
and blackfish, squid bait is the very best 
bait of all. It has a habit of staying on 
the hook, and I have caught as many as 
seven fish on the same bait, and only 
changed it then, not because it was too 
badly torn for further use, but because we 
had a lot of baits already cut up and 
the sun and heat were drying them out. 
Often on the Takanassee Banks, off Long 
Branch, luck came our way while the boats 
in our immediate vicinity were not having 
any, just, and only, because they were 
using clams and we squid bait. This is 
also a good bait for bottom fishing for 
weakfish and croakers during October. 

For black fishing close to wrecks, pil- 
ings, etc., we have found the sand crab, 


or sand bug, particularly good. These 
bugs are found in the undertow and in 
the wet sand below high-water mark, and 
a large number may be collected in a short 
time by digging down a short distance. 
To put them on the hook, run the point in 
from underneath and bring it out through 
the hard shell on the back near the middle 
of the bug. With this bait you will have 
to hook your fish very quickly, as the 
blackfish and cunners have a habit of 
cleaning out all the meat and leaving only 
the shell on the hook. 

Clams are most often used for deep-sea 
fishing, but as each clam is only good for 
two baits, the neck making one and the 
lips and soft stomach the other, we have 
stopped using them entirely and stick to 
squid and sand bugs. 

When fishing from a boat for bluefish, 
weakfish or tuna, chumming is often re- 
sorted to in order to attract the fish to 
the vicinity of the boat. A machine like 
a meat grinder, only much larger, is bolted 
onto a board, and into this are fed whole 
herring or menhaden, which, being oily, 
create a “slick” on the surface of the 
water when thrown overboard in a hashed- 
up state. This oil drifts along the surface 
with the wind and soon a long greasy 
streak extends to leeward, and any fish 
striking this path turns and swims along 
it, feeding on the ground-up pieces as 
he comes, and by the time he reaches 
the boat is in a properly receptive mood 
and will probably be hooked—and maybe 
landed! 

For bay fishing, shedder crab and 
shrimp are most often used as bait. Cut 
up the crab in the same way as for surf 
casting, only do not use as large pieces, 
and hook them in the same way. The best 
way to bait a shrimp is to hook him 
through the end of the tail and leave him 
free to wriggle around and attract the 
fish. Shrimp are also used for chumming 
in the bays, but as they cost from seventy 
cents to one dollar a quart, this makes 
quite expensive fishing. A hook with a 
piece of mother-of-pearl on the gut snell 
will be a great help when bay fishing, and, 
although these hooks cost a trifle more 
than the regular kind, they will repay you 
in the number of fish caught. 


(To be concluded) 
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WHITE HORSES 2 
- CRIPPLED Yaqui! Why the 
A hell did you saddle yourself with 
him?” roared Belding, as he laid 
Gale upon the bed. 

3elding had grown hard these late, vio- 
lent weeks. 

“Because I chose,” whispered Gale, in 
reply. “Go after him—he dropped in the 
trail—across the river—near the first big 
saguaro.” 

Belding began to swear as he fumbled 
with matches and the lamp; but as the 
light flared up he stopped short in the mid- 
dle of a word. 

“You said you weren’t hurt?” he de- 
manded, in sharp anxiety, as he bent over 
Gale. 

“T’m only—all in... . Will you go—or 
send some one—for the Yaqui?” 

“Sure, Dick, sure,” Belding replied, in 
softer tones. Then he stalked out; his 
heels rang on the flagstones; he opened a 
door and called: “Mother—girls, here’s 
Dick back. He’s done up. .. . Now—no, 
no, he’s not hurt or in bad shape. You 
women ! Do what you can to make 
him comfortable. I’ve got a little job on 
hand.” 

There were quick replies that Gale’s 
dulling ears did not distinguish. Then it 
seemed Mrs. Belding was beside his bed, 
her very presence so cool and soothing 
and helpful; and Mercedes and Nell, wide- 
eyed and white-faced, were fluttering 
He drank thirstily, but re- 
He wanted rest. And with 
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around him. 
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their faces drifting away in a kind of 
haze, with the feeling of gentle hands 
about him, he lost consciousness. 

He slept twenty hours. Then he arose, 
thirsty, hungry, lame, overworn, and 
presently went in search of Belding and 
the business of the day. 

“Your Yaqui was near dead, but guess 
we'll pull him through,” said Belding. 
“Dick, the other day that Indian came 
here by rail and foot and Lord only knows 
how else, all the way from New Orleans! 
He spuke English better than most In- 
dians, and I know a little Yaqui. I got 
some of his story and guessed the rest. 
The Mexican government is trying to root 
out the Yaquis. A year ago his tribe was 
taken in chains to a Mexican port on the 
Gulf. The fathers, mothers, children, 
were separated and put in ships bound for 
Yucatan. There they were made slaves on 
the great henequen plantations. They 
were driven, beaten, starved. Each slave 
had for a day’s ratfons a hunk of sour 
dough, no more. Yucatan is low, marshy, 
damp, hot. The Yaquis were bred on the 
high, dry Sonoran plateau, where the air 
is like a knife. They dropped dead in the 
henequen fields, and their places were 
taken by more. You see, the Mexicans 
won't kill outright in their war of ex- 
termination of the Yaquis. They get use 
out of them. It’s a horrible thing. . 
Well, this Yaqui you brought in escaped 
from his captors, got aboard ship, and 
eventually reached New Orleans. Some- 
how he traveled way out here. I gave 
him a bag of food, and he went off with a 
Papago Indian. He was a sick man then. 
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And he must have fallen foul of some 
Greasers.” 

Gale told of his expereince at Papago 
Well. 

“That raider who tried to grind the 
Yaqui under a horse’s hoofs—he was a 
hyena!” concluded Gale, shuddering. 
“T’ve seen some blood spilled and some 
hard sights, but that inhuman devil took 
my nerve. Why, as I told you, Belding, 
| missed a shot at him—not twenty 
paces!” 

“Dick, in cases like that the sooner you 
clean up the bunch the better,” said Beld- 
ing, grimly. ‘As for hard sights—wait 
till you’ve seen a Yaqui do up a Mexican. 
Bar none, that is the limit! It’s blood 
lust, a racial hate, deep as life, and ter- 
rible. The Spaniards crushed the Aztecs 
four or five hundred years ago. That hate 
has had time to grow as deep as a cactus 
root. The Yaquis are mountain Aztecs. 
Personally, I think they are noble and in- 
telligent, and if let alone would be peace- 
able and industrious. I like the few I’ve 
known. But they are a doomed race. 
Have you any idea what ailed this Yaqui 
before the raider got in his work?” 

“No, I haven’t. I noticed the Indian 
seemed in bad shape; but I couldn’t tell 
what was the matter with him.” 

“Well, my idea is another personal one. 
Maybe it’s off color. I think that Yaqui 
was, or is, for that matter, dying of a 
broken heart. All he wanted was to get 
back to his mountains and die. There are 
no Yaquis left in that part of Sonora he 
was bound for.” 

“He had a strange look in his eyes,” said 
Gale, thoughtfully. 

“Yes, I noticed that. But all Yaquis 
have a wild look. Dick, if I’m not mis- 
taken, this fellow was a chief. It was a 
waste of strength, a needless risk for you 
to save him, pack him back here. But, 
damn the whole Greaser outfit generally, 
I’m glad you did!” 

Gale remembered then to speak of his 
concern for Ladd. 

“Laddy didn’t go out to meet vou,” re- 
plied Belding. “I knew you were due in 
any day, and as there’s been trouble be- 
tween here and Casita, I sent him that 
way. Since you’ve been out our friend 
Carter lost a bunch of horses and a few 


steers. Did you get a good look at the 
horses those raiders had at Papago Well?” 

Dick had learned, since he had become 
a ranger, to see everything with keen, sure, 
photographic eye; and, being put to the 
test so often required of him, he de- 
scribed the horses as a dark-colored drove, 
mostly bays and blacks, with one spotted 
sorrel. 

“Some of Carter’s—sure as you're 
born!” exclaimed Belding. ‘His bunch 
has been split up, divided among several 
bands of raiders. He has a grass ranch 
up here in Three Mile Arroyo. It’s a 
good long ride in U. S. territory from the 
border.” 

“Those horses I saw will go home, don’t 
you think?” asked Dick. 

“Sure. They can’t be 
stopped.” 

“Well, what shall I do now?” 

“Stay here and rest,” bluntly replied 
Belding. “You need it. Let the women 
fuss over you—doctor you a little. When 
Jim gets back from Sonoyta I'll know 
more about what we ought to do. By 
Lord! it seems our job now isn’t keeping 
Japs and Chinks out of the U. S._ It’s 
keeping our property from going into 
Mexico.” 

“Are there any letters for me?” asked 
Gale. 

“Letters! Say, my boy, it ’d take some- 
thing pretty important to get me or any 
man here back Casita way. If the town 
is safe these days the road isn’t. It’s a 
month now since any one went to Casita.” 

Gale had received several letters from 
his sister Elsie, the last of which he had 
not answered. There had not been much 
opportunity for writing on his infrequent 
returns to Forlorn>River; and, besides, 
Elsie had written that her father had 
stormed over what he considered Dick’s 
falling into wild and evil ways. 

“Time flies,’ said Dick. “George 
Thorne will be free before long, and he’ll 
be coming out. I wonder if he’ll stay 
here or try to take Mercedes away?” 

“Well, he’ll stay right here in Forlorn 
River, if I have any say,” replied Belding. 
“T’d like to know how he’d ever get that 
Spanish girl out of the country now, with 
all the trails overrun by rebels and raid- 
ers. It'd be hard to disguise her. Say, 
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Dick, maybe we can get Thorne to stay 
here. You know, since you’ve discovered 
the possibility of a big water supply, I’ve 
had dreams of a future for Forlorn River. 


If only this war was over! Dick, 
that’s what it is—war——scattered war 
along the northern border of Mexico 


from gulf to gulf. What if it isn’t our 
war? We're on the fringe. No, we 
can’t develop Forlorn River until there’s 
peace.” 

The discovery that Belding alluded to 
was the one that might very well lead to 
the making of a wonderful and agri- 
cultural district of Altar Valley. While 
in college Dick Gale had studied engineer- 
ing, but he had not set the scientific world 
afire with his brilliance. Nor after deav- 
ing college had he been able to satisfy his 
father that he could hold a job. Never- 
theless, his smattering of engineering skill 
bore fruit in the last place on earth where 
anything might have been expected of it 
—in the desert. Gale had always won- 
dered about the source of Forlorn River. 
No white man or Mexican, or, so far as 
known, no Indian, had climbed those 
mighty broken steps of rock called No 
Name Mountains, from which Forlorn 
River was supposed to come. Gale had 
discovered a long, narrow, rock-bottomed 
and rock-walled gulch that could be 
dammed at the lower end by the dyna- 
miting of leaning cliffs above. An inex- 
haustible supply of water could be stored 
there. Furthermore, he had worked out 
an irrigation plan to bring the water 
down for mining uses, and to make a para- 
dise out of that part of Altar Valley which 
lay in the United States. Belding claimed 
there was gold in the arroyos, gold in the 
gulches, not in quantities to make a pros- 
pector rejoice, but enough to work for. 
And the soil on the higher levels of Altar 
Valley needed only water to make it grow 
anything the year round. Gale, too, had 
come to have dreams of a future for For- 
lorn River. 

On the afternoon of the following day 
Ladd unexpectedly appeared leading a 
lame and lathered horse into the yard. 
Belding and Gale, who were at work at 
the forge, looked up and were surprised 
out of speech. The legs of the horse were 
raw and red, and he seemed about to 
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drop. Ladd’s sombrero was missing; he 
wore a bloody scarf round his head; sweat 
and blood and dust had formed a crust on 
his face; little streams of powdery dust 
slid from him; and the lower half of his 
scarred chaps were full of broken white 
thorns. 

“Howdy, boys,” he drawled. 
am glad to see you all.” 

“Where ’n hell’s your hat?” demanded 
Belding, furiously. It was a ridiculous 
greeting. But Belding’s words signified 
little. The dark shade of worry and 
solicitude crossing his face told more than 
his blank amaze. 

The ranger stopped unbuckling the sad- 
dle girths, and, looking at Belding, broke 
into his slow, cool laugh. 

“Tom, you recollect that whooper of a 
saguaro up here where Carter’s trail 
branches off the main trail to Casita? 
Well, I climbed it an’ left my hat on top 
for a woodpecker’s nest.” 

“You’ve been running—fighting ?” que- 
ried Belding, as if Ladd had not spoken 
at all. 

“T reckon it'll dawn on you after a 
while,” replied Ladd, slipping the saddle. 

“Laddy, go in the house to the women,” 
said Belding. “I'll tend to your horse.” 

“Shore, Tom, in a minute. I’ve been 
down the road. An’ I found hoss tracks 
an’ steer tracks goin’ across the line. But 
I seen no sign of raiders till this mornin’. 
Slept at Carter’s last night. That raid the 
other day cleaned him out. He’s shootin’ 
mad. Well, this mornin’ I rode plumb 
into a bunch of Carter’s horses, runnin’ 
wild for home. Some Greasers were 
tryin’ to head them round an’ chase them 
back across the line. I rode in between 
an’ made matters embarrassin’. Carter’s 
horses got away. Then me an’ the 
Greasers had a little game of hide an’ 
seek in the cactus. I was on the wrong 
side, an’ had to break through their line 
to head toward home. We run some. But 
I had a closer call than I’m stuck on 
havin’.” 

“Laddy, you wouldn’t have any such 
close calls if you’d ride one of my horses,” 
expostulated Belding. “This broncho of 
yours can run, and Lord knows he’s game. 
But you want a big, strong horse, Mexican 
bred, with cactus in his blood. Take one 
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of the bunch—Bull, White 
Blanco José.” 

“T had a big, fast horse a while back, 
but I lost him,” said Ladd. “This bronch 
ain’t so bad. Shore Bull an’ that white 
devil with his Greaser name—they could 
run down my bronch, kill him in a mile 
of cactus. But, somehow, Tom, I can’t 
make up my mind to take one of them 
grand white horses. Shore I reckon I’m 
kinda soft. An’ mebbe I’d better take one 
before the raiders clean up Forlorn 
River.” : 

Belding cursed low and deep in his 
throat, and the sound resembled muttering 
thunder. The Shade of anxiety on his face 
changed to one of dark gloom and pas- 
sion. Next to his wife and daughter 
there was nothing so dear to him as those 
white horses. His father and his grand- 
father—all his progenitors of whom he 
had trace—had been lovers of horses. It 
was in Belding’s blood. 

“Laddy, before it’s too late can’t I get 
the whites away from the border?” 

“Mebbe it ain’t too late; but where can 
we take them?” 

“To San Felipe?” 

“No. We've more chance to hold them 
here.” 

“To Casita and the railroad?” 

“Afraid to risk gettin’ there. An’ the 
town’s full of rebels who need hosses.” 

“Then straight north?” 

“Shore man, you're crazy. There’s no 
water, no grass for a hundred miles. I'll 
tell you, Tom, the safest plan would be to 
take the white bunch south into Sonora, 
into some wild mountain valley. Keep 
them there till the raiders have traveled 
on back east. Pretty soon there won't 
be any rich pickin’ left for these Greasers. 
An’ then they'll ride on to new ranges.” 

“Laddy, I don’t know the trails into 
Sonora. An’ I can’t trust a Mexican or a 
Papago. Between you and me, I’m afraid 
of this Indian who herds for me.” 

“T reckon we'd better stick here, Tom. 
. .. Dick, it’s some good to see you again. 
But you seem kinda quiet. Shore you get 
quieter all the time. Did you see any sign 
of Jim out Sonoyta way?” 

Then Belding led the lame horse toward 
the watering-trough, while the two ran- 
gers went toward the house. Dick was 
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telling Ladd about the affair at Papago 
Well when they turned the corner under 
the porch. Nell was sitting in the door. 
She rose with a little scream and came 
flying toward them. 

“Now Ill get it,” whispered Ladd. “The 
womeri’ll make a baby of me. An’ shore 
I can’t help myself.” 

“Oh, Laddy, you’ve been hurt!” cried 
Nell, as with white cheeks and dilating 
eyes she ran to him and caught his arm. 

“Nell, I only run a thorn in my ear.” 

“Oh, Laddy, don’t lie! You've lied be- 
fore. I know you're hurt. Come in to 
mother.” 

“Shore, Nell, it’s only a scratch. My 
bronch throwed me.” 

“Laddy, no horse ever threw you.” The 
girl’s words and accusing eyes only hur- 
ried the ranger on to further duplicity. 

“Mebbe I got it when I was ridin’ hard 
under a mesquite, an’ a sharp snag—” 

“You’ve been shot! . . . Mama, here’s 
Laddy, and he’s been shot! . . . Oh, these 
dreadful days we’re having! I can’t bear 
them! Forlorn River used to be so safe 
and quiet. Nothing happened. But now! 
Jim comes home with a bloody hole in 
him—then Dick—then Laddy! . . . Oh, 
I’m afraid some day they'll never come 
home.” 


The morning was bright, still, and clear 
as crystal. The heat waves had not yet 
begun to rise from the desert. A soft 
gray, white, and green tint perfectly 
blended lay like a mantle over mesquite 
and sand and cactus. The cafions of dis- 
tant mountain showed deep and full of 
lilac haze. 

Nell sat perched high upon the top- 
most bar of the corral gate. Dick leaned 
beside her, now with his eyes on her face, 
now gazing out into the alfalfa field 
where Belding’s thoroughbreds grazed 
and pranced and romped and whistled. 
Nell watched the horses. She loved them, 
never tired of watching them. But her 
gaze was too consciously averted from 
the yearning eyes that tried to meet hers 
to be altogether natural. 

A great fenced field of dark velvety 
green alfalfa furnished a rich background 
for the drove of about twenty white 
horses. Even without the horses the field 
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would have presented a striking contrast 
to the surrounding hot, glaring blaze of 
rock and sand. Belding had bred a hun- 
dred or more horses from the original 
stock he had brought up from Durango. 
His particular interest was in the almost 
unblemished whites, and these he had 
given especial care. He made a good deal 
of money selling this strain to friends 
among the ranchers back in Texas. No 
mercenary consideration, however, could 
have made him part with the great, rangy 
white horses he had gotten from the Du- 
rango breeder. He called them Blanco 
Diablo (White Devil), Blanco Sol (White 
Sun), Blanca Reina (White Queen), 
Blanca Mujer (White Woman), and El 
Gran Toro Blanco (The Big White Bull). 
Belding had been laughed at by ranchers 
for preserving the sentimental Durango 
names, and he had been unmercifully ridi- 
culed by cowboys. But the names had 
never been changed. 

Blanco Diablo was the only horse in the 
field that was not free to roam and graze 
where he listed. A stake and a halter 
held him to one corner, where he was se- 
verely let alone by the other horses. He 
did not like this isolation. Blanco Diablo 
was not happy unless he was running, or 
fighting a rival. Of the two he would 
rather fight. If anything white could re- 
semble a devil, this horse surely did. He 
had nothing beautiful about him, yet he 
drew the gaze and held it. The look of 
him suggested discontent, anger, revolt, 
viciousness. When he was not grazing or 
prancing, he held his long, lean head level, 
pointing his nose and showing his teeth. 
Belding’s favorite was almost all the world 
to him, and he swore Diablo could stand 
more heat and thirst and cactus than any 
other horse he owned, and could run down 
and kill any horse in the Southwest. The 
fact that Ladd did not agree with Belding 
on these salient points was a great disap- 
pointment, and also a perpetual source for 
argument. Ladd and Lash both hated 
Diablo; and Dick Gale, after one or two 
narrow escapes from being brained, had 
inclined to the cowboys’ side of the 
question. 

El Gran Toro Blanco upheld his name. 
He was a huge, massive, thick-flanked 
stallion, a kingly mate for his full-bodied, 
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glossy consort, Blanca Reina. The other 
mare, Blanca Mujer, was dazzling white, 
without a spot, perfectly pointed, racy, 
graceful, elegant, yet carrying weight and 
brawn and range that suggested her rela- 
tion to her forebears. 

The cowboys admitted some of Beld- 
ing’s claims for Diablo, but they gave 
loyal and unshakable allegiance to Blanco 
Sol. As for Dick, he had to fight himself 
to keep out of arguments, for he some- 
times imagined he was unreasonable 
about the horse. Though he could not 
understand himself, he knew he loved Sol 
as a man loved a friend, a brother. Free 
of heavy saddle and the clufmsy leg shields, 
Blanco Sol was somehow ll-satisfying 
to the eyes of the rangers. As long and 
big as Diablo was, Sol was longer and 
bigger. Also, he was higher, more power- 
ful. He looked more a thing for action— 
speedier. At a distance the honorable 
scars and lumps that marred his muscular 
legs were not visible. He grazed aloof 
from the others, and did not cavort nor 
prance; but when he lifted his head to 
whistle, how wild he appeared, and proud 
and splendid! The dazzling whiteness of 
the desert sun shone from his coat; he 
had the fire and spirit of the desert in his 
noble head, its strength and power in his 
gigantic frame. 

“Belding swears Sol never beat Diablo,” 
Dick was saying. 

“He believes it,” replied Nell. 
queer about that horse.” 

“But Laddy rode Sol once—made him 
beat Diablo. Jim saw the race.” 

Nell laughed. “I saw it, too. For that 
matter, even I have made Sol put his nose 
before Dad’s favorite.” 

“T’d like to have seen that. Nell, aren’t 
you ever going to ride with me?” 

“Some day—when it’s safe.” 

“Safe !” 

“I—I mean when the raiders have left 
the border.” 

“Oh, I’m glad you mean that,” said Dick, 
laughing. “Well, I’ve often wondered 
how Belding ever came to give Blanco 
Sol to me.” 

“He was jealous. 
to get rid of Sol.” 

“No? Why, Nell, he’d give Laddy or 
Jim one of the whites any day.” 


“Dad is 


I think he wanted 
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“Would he? Not Devil or Queen or 
White Woman. Never in this world! 
But Dad has lots of fast horses the boys 
could pick from. Dick, I tell you Dad 
wants Blanco Sol to run himself out— 
lose his speed on the desert. Dad is just 
jealous for Diablo.” 

“Maybe. He surely has strange passion 
for horses. I think I understand better 
than I used to. I owned a couple of racers 
once. They were just animals to me, I 
guess. But Blanco Sol!” 

“Do you love him?” asked Nell; and 
now a warm, blue flash of eyes swept his 
face. ‘ 

“Do I? Well, rather.” 

“I’m glad. Sol has been finer, a better 
horse since you owned him. He loves 
you, Dick. He’s always watching for you. 
See him raise his head. That’s for you. 
I know as much about horses as Dad or 
Laddy any day. Sol always hated Diablo, 
and he never had much use for Dad.” 

Dick looked up at her. 

“Tt’ll be—be pretty hard to leave Sol— 
when I go away.” 

Nell sat perfectly still. 

“Go away?” she asked, presently, with 
just the faintest tremor in her voice. 

“Yes. Sometimes when I get blue—as 
I am to-day—I think I’ll go. But, in sober 
truth, Nell, it’s not likely that I’ll spend 
all my life here.” 

There was no answer to this. Dick 
put his hand softly over hers; and, despite 
her half-hearted struggle to free it, he 
held on. 

“Nell!” 

Her color fled. He saw her lips part. 
Then a heavy step on the gravel, a cheer- 
ful, complaining voice interrupted him, 
and made him release Nell and draw back. 
Belding strode into view round the adobe 
shed. 

“Hey, Dick, that darned Yaqui Indian 
can’t be driven or hired or coaxed to 
leave Forlorn River. He’s well enough 
to travel. I offered him horse, gun, 
blanket, grub. But no go.” 

“That’s funny,” replied Gale, with a 
smile. “Let him stay—put him to work.” 

“Tt doesn’t strike me funny. But I'll 
tell you what I think. That poor, home- 
less, heartbroken Indian has taken a liking 
to you, Dick. These desert Yaquis are 
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strange folk. I’ve heard strange stories 
about them. I’d believe ’most anything. 
And that’s how I figure his case. You 
saved his life. That sort of thing counts 
big with any Indian, even with an Apache. 
With a Yaqui maybe it’s of deep sig- 
nificance. I’ve heard a Yaqui say that 
with his tribe no debt to friend or foe 
ever went unpaid. Perhaps that’s what 
ails this fellow.” 

“Dick, don’t laugh,” said Nell. “I’ve 
noticed the Yaqui. It’s pathetic the way 
his great gloomy eyes follow you.” 

“You’ve made a friend,” continued 
Belding. “A Yaqui could be a real friend 
on this desert. If he gets his strength 
back he’ll be of service to you, don’t mis- 
take me. He’s welcome here. But you're 
responsible for him, and you'll have 
trouble keeping him -from massacring all 
the Greasers in Forlorn River.” 

The probability of a visit from the 
raiders, and a dash bolder than usual on 
the outskirts of a ranch, led Belding to 
build a new corral. It was not sightly to 
the eye, but it was high and exceedingly 
strong. The gate was a massive affair, 
swinging on huge hinges and fastening 
with heavy chains and padlocks. On the 
outside it had been completely covered 
with barb wire, which would make it a 
troublesome thing to work on in the dark. 

At night Belding locked his white 
horses in this corral. The Papago herds- 
man slept in the adobe shed adjoining. 
Belding did not imagine that any wooden 
fence, however substantially built, could 
keep determined raiders from breaking it 
down. They would have to take time, 
however, and make considerable noise; 
and Belding relied on these facts. Belding 
did not believe a band of night raiders 
would hold out against a hot rifle fire. 
So he began to make up some of the sleep 
he had lost. It was noteworthy, however, 
that Ladd did not share Belding’s san- 
guine hopes. 

Jim Lash rode in, reporting that all 
was well out along the line toward the 
Sonoyta Oasis. Days passed, and Belding 
kept his rangers home. Nothing was 
heard of raiders at hand. Many of the 
new comers, both American and Mexican, 
who came with wagons and pack trains 
from Casita, stated that property and life 
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were cheap back in that rebel-infested 
town. 

One January morning Dick Gale was 
awakened by a shrill, menacing cry. He 
leaped up bewildered and frightened. He 
heard Belding’s booming voice answering 
shouts, and rapid steps on flagstones. But 
these had not awakened him. Heavy 
breaths, almost sobs, seemed at his very 
door. In the cold and gray dawn Dick 
saw something white. Gun in hand, he 
bounded across the room. Just outside 
his door stood Blanco Sol. 

It was not unusual for Sol to come 
poking his head in at Dick’s door during 
daylight. But now in the early dawn, 
when he had been locked in the corral, it 
meant raiders—no less. Dick called softly 
to the snorting horse; and, hurriedly get- 
ting into clothes and boots, he went out 
with a gun in each hand. Sol was quiver- 
ing in every muscle. Like a dog he fol- 
lowed Dick around the house. Hearing 
shouts in the direction of the corrals, 
Gale bent swift steps that way. 

He caught up with Jim Lash, who was 
also leading a white horse. 

“Hello, Jim! Guess it’s all over but 
the fireworks,” said Dick. 

“I cain’t say just what has come off,” 
replied Lash. “I’ve got the Bull. Found 
him runnin’ in the yard.” 

They reached the corral to find Belding 
shaking, roaring like a madman. The 
gate was open, the corral was empty. 
Ladd stooped over the ground, evidently 
trying to find tracks. 

“I reckon we might jest as well cool off 
an’ wait for daylight,” suggested Jim. 

“Shore. They've flown the coop, you 
can gamble on that. Tom, where’s the 
Papago?” said Ladd. 

“He’s gone, Laddy—gone !” 

“Double-crossed us, eh? I see here’s a 
crowbar lyin’ by the gatepost. That 
Indian fetched it from the forge. It was 
used to pry out the bolts an’ steeples. 
Tom, I reckon there wasn’t much time 
lost forcin’ that gate.” 

Belding, in shirt sleeves and barefooted, 
roared with rage. He said he had heard the 
horses running as he leaped out of bed. 

“What woke you?” asked Laddy. 

“Sol. He came whistling for Dick. 
Didn’t you hear him before I called you?” 


“Hear him! He came thunderin’ right 
under my window. I jumped up in bed, 
an’ when he let out that blast Jim lit 
square in the middle of the floor, an’ I 
was scared stiff. Dick, seein’ it was your 
room he blew into, what did you think?” 

“T couldn’t think. I’m shaking yet, 
Laddy.” 

“Boys, I'll bet Sol spilled a few raiders 
if any got hands on him,” said Jim. 
“Now, let’s sit down an’ wait for day- 
light. It’s my idea we'll find some of the 
horses runnin’ loose. Tom, you go an’ 
get some clothes on. It’s freezin’ cold. 
An’ don’t forget to tell the women folks 
we're all right.” 

Daylight made clear some details of the 
raid. The cowboys found tracks of eight 
raiders coming up from the river bed, 
where their horses had been left. Evi- 
dently the Papago had been false to his 
trust. His few personal belongings were 
gone. Lash was correct in his idea of 
finding more horses loose in the fields. 
The men soon rounded up eleven of the 
whites, all more or less frightened, and 
among the number were Queen and 
Blanca Mujer. The raiders had been un- 
able to handle more than one horse for 
each man. It was bitter irony of fate 
that Belding should lose his favorite, the 
one horse more dear to him than all the 
others. Somewhere out on the trail a 
raider was fighting the iron-jawed savage 
Blanco Diablo. 

“T reckon we’re some lucky, 
Jim Lash. 

“Lucky ain’t enough word,” replied 
Ladd. “You see, it was this way. Some 
of the raiders piled over the fence while 
the others worked on the gate. Mebbe 
the Papago went inside to pick out the 
best horses. But it didn’t work except 
with Diablo, an’ how they ever got him I 
don’t know. I'd have gambled it’d take all 
of eight men to steal him. But Greasers 
have got us skinned on handlin’ hosses.” 

Belding was unconsolable. He cursed 
and railed, and finally declared he was 
going to trail the raiders. 

“Tom, you just ain’t agoin’ to do nothin 
of the kind,” said Ladd, coolly. 

Belding groaned and bowed his head. 

“Laddy, you’re right,” he replied, pres- 
ently. “I’ve got to stand it. I can’t leave 
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the women and my property. But it’s 
sure tough. I’m sore way down deep, 
and nothin’ but blood would ever satisfy 
me.” 

“Leave that to me an’ Jim,” said Ladd. 

“What do you mean to do?” demanded 
Belding, starting up. 

“Shore I don’t know yet... . Give me a 
light for my pipe. An’ Dick, go fetch out 
your Yaqui.” 


Vill 


THE RUNNING OF BLANCO SOL 


HE Yaqui’s strange dark glance 
roved over the corral, the swinging 


gate with its broken fastenings, the 
tracks in the road, and then rested upon 
Belding. 

“Malo,” he said, and his Spanish was 
clear. 

“Shore Yaqui, about eight bad men, an’ 
a traitor Indian,” said Ladd. 

“T think he means my herder,” added 
Belding. ‘If he does, that settles any 
doubt it might be decent to have—Yaqui 
—malo Papago—Si?” 

The Yaqui spread wide his hands. Then 
he bent over the tracks in the road. They 
led everywhither, but gradually he worked 
out of the thick net to take the trail that 
the cowboys had followed down to the 
river. Belding and the rangers kept close 
at his heels. Occasionally, Dick lent a 
helping hand to the still feeble Indian. 
He found a trampled spot where the 
raiders had left their horses. From this 
point a deeply defined narrow trail led 
across the dry river bed. 

Belding asked the Yaqui where the 
raiders would head for in the Sonora 
Desert. For answer the Indian followed 
the trail across the stream of sand, 
through willows and mesquite, up to the 
level of rock and cactus. At this point 
he halted. A sand-filled, almost obliterated 
trail led off to the left, and evidently 
went round to the east of No Name 
Mountains. To the right stretched the 
road toward Papago Well and the Sonoyta 
Oasis. The trail of the raiders took a 
southeasterly course over untrodden des- 
ert. The Yaqui spoke in his own tongue, 
then in Spanish. 

“Think he means slow march,” said 
Belding. “Laddy, from the looks of that 
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trail the Greasers are having trouble with 
the horses.” 

“Tom, shore a boy could see that,” re- 
plied Laddy. ‘Ask Yaqui to tell us where 
the raiders are headin’, an’ if there’s 
water.” 

It was wonderful to see the Yaqui point. 
His dark hand stretched; he sighted over 
his stretched finger at a low white escarp- 
ment in the distance. Then with a stick 
he traced a line in the sand, and then at 
the end of that another line at right 
angles. He made crosses and marks and 
holes, and as he drew the rude map he 
talked in Yaqui, in Spanish; with a word 
here and there in English. Belding trans- 
lated as best he could. The raiders were 
heading southeast toward the railroad that 
ran from Nogales down into Sonora. It 
was four days’ travel, bad trail, good sure 
waterhole one day out; then water not 
sure for two days. Raiders traveling 
slow; bothered by too many horses, not 
looking for pursuit; were never pursued; 
could be headed and ambushed that night 
at the first waterhole, a natural trap in a 
valley. 

The men returned to the ranch. The 
rangers ate and drank while making hur- 
ried preparations for travel. Blanco Sol 
and the cowboys’ horses were fed, wa- 
tered, and saddled. Ladd again refused to 
ride one of Belding’s whites. He was 
quick and cold. 

“Get me a long-range rifle an’ lots of 
shells. Rustle now,” he said. 

“Laddy, you don’t want to be weighted 
down?” protested Belding. 

“Shore I want a gun that'll outshoot the 
dinky little carbines an’ muskets used by 
the rebels. Trot one out an’ be quick.” 

“T’ve got a .405; a long-barreled heavy 
rifle that’ll shoot a mile. I use it for 
mountain sheep. But, Laddy, it'll break 
that broncho’s back.” 

“His back won’t break so easy. . . . Dick, 
take plenty of shells for your Remington. 
An’ don’t forget your field glass.” 

In less than an hour after the time of 
the raid the three rangers, heavily armed 
and superbly mounted on fresh horses, 
rode out on the trail. As Gale turned to 
look back from the far bank of Forlorn 
River, he saw Nell waving a white scarf. 
He stood high in his stirrups and waved 
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his sombrero. Then the mesquites hid the 
girl’s slight figure, and Gale wheeled 
grim-faced to follow the rangers. 

They rode in single file with Ladd in 
the lead. He did not keep to the trail of 
the raiders all the time. He made short 
cuts. The raiders were traveling leisurely, 
and they evinced a liking for the most 
level cactus-covered stretches of ground. 
But the cowboy took a bee-line course for 
the white escarpment pointed out by the 
Yaqui; and nothing save deep washes and 
impassable patches of cactus or rocks 
made him swerve from it. He kept the 
broncho at a steady walk over the rougher 
places and at a swinging Indian canter 
over the hard and level ground. The sun 
grew hot and the wind began to blow. 
Dust clouds rolled along the blue horizon. 
Whirling columns of sand, like water- 
spouts at sea, circled up out of white arid 
basins, and swept away and spread aloft 
before the wind. The escarpment began 
to rise, to change color, to show breaks 
upon its rocky face. 

Whenever the rangers rode out on the 
brow of a knoll or ridge or an eminence, 
before starting to descend, Ladd required 
of Gale a long, careful, sweeping survey 
of the desert ahead through the field glass. 
There were streams of white dust to be 
seen, streaks of yellow dust, trailing low 
clouds of sand over the glistening dunes, 
but no steadily rising, uniformly shaped 
puffs that would tell a tale of moving 
horses on the desert. 

At noon the rangers got out of the thick 
cactus. Moreover, the gravel-bottomed 
washes, the low weathering, rotting ledges 
of yellow rock gave place to hard sandy 
rolls and bare clay knolls. The desert re- 
sembled a rounded hummocky sea of color. 
All light shades of blue and pink and yel- 
low and mauve were there dominated by 
the glaring white sun. Mirages glistened, 
wavered, faded in the shimmering waves 
of heat. Dust as fine as powder whiffed 
up from under the tireless hoofs. 

The rangers rode on and the escarp- 
ment began to loom. The desert floor in- 
clined perceptibly upward. When Gale got 
an unobstructed view of the slope of the 
escarpment he located the raiders and 
horses. In another hour’s travel the 
rangers could see with naked eyes a long, 
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faint moving streak of black and white 
dots. 

“They’re headin’ for that yellow pass,” 
said Ladd, pointing to a break in the east- 
ern end of the escarpment. “When they 
get out of sight we'll rustle. I’m thinkin’ 
that waterhole the Yaqui spoke of lays in 
the pass.” 

The rangers traveled swiftly over the 
remaining miles of level desert leading to 
the ascent of the escarpment. When they 
achieved the gateway of the pass the sun 
was low in the west. Dwarfed mesquite 
and greasewood appeared among the 
rocks. Ladd gave the word to tie up 
horses and go forward on foot. 

The narrow neck of the pass opened 
and descended into a valley half a mile 
wide, perhaps twice that in length. It had 
apparently unscalable slopes of weathered 
rock leading up to beetling walls. With 
floor bare and hard and white, except for 
a patch of green mesquite near the far 
end, it was a lurid and desolate spot, the 
barren bottom of a desert bowl. 

“Keep down, boys,” said Ladd. “There’s 
the waterhole, an’ hosses have sharp eyes. 
Shore the Yaqui figgered this place. I 
never seen its like for a trap.” 

Both white and black horses showed 
against the green, and a thin curling col- 
umn of blue smoke rose lazily from amid 
the mesquites. 

“T reckon we'd better wait till dark, or 
mebbe daylight,” said Jim Lash. 

“Let me figger some. Dick, what do 
you make of the outlet to this hole? 
Looks rough to me.” 

With his glass Gale studied the narrow 
construction of walls and roughened rising 
floor. 

“Laddy, it’s harder to get out at that 
end than here,” he replied. 


“Shore that’s hard enough. Let me 
have a look. Well, boys, it don’t 
take no figgerin’ for this job. Jim, I'll 


want you at the other end blockin’ the 
pass when we’re ready to start.” 

“When ‘Il that be?” inquired Jim. 

“Soon as it’s light enough in the morn- 
in’, That Greaser outfit will hang till to- 
morrow. There’s no sure water ahead for 
two days, you remember.” 

“T reckon I can slip through to the 
other end after dark,” said Lash thought- 

















fully. “It might get me in bad to go 
round,” 

The rangers stole back from the van- 
tage point and returned to their horses, 
which they untied and left farther round 
among broken sections of cliff. For the 
horses it was a dry, hungry camp, but the 
rangers built a fire and had their short 
though strengthening meal. 

The location was high, and through a 
break in the jumble of rocks the great 
colored void of desert could be seen roll- 
ing away endlessly to the west. The sun 
set, and after it had gone down the golden 
tips of mountains dulled, their lower shad- 
ows creeping upward. 

Jim Lash rolled in his saddle blanket, 
his feet near the fire, and went to sleep. 
Ladd told Gale to do likewise while he 
kept the fire up and waited until it was 
late enough for Jim to undertake circling 
round the raiders. When Gale awakened 
the night was dark, cold, windy. The 
stars shone with white brilliancy. Jim 
was up saddling his horse, and Ladd was 
talking low. When Gale rose to accom- 
pany them both rangers said he need not 
go. But Gale wanted to go, because that 
was the thing Ladd or Jim would have 
done. 

With Ladd leading, they moved away 
into the gloom. Advance was exceedingly 
slow, careful, silent. Under the walls the 
blackness seemed impenetrable. The horse 
was as cautious as his master. Ladd did 
not lose his way, nevertheless he wound 
between blocks of stone and clumps of 
mesquite, and often tried a passage to 
abandon it. Finally the trail showed pale 
in the gloom, and eastern stars twinkled 
between the lofty ramparts of the pass. 

The advance here was still as stealthily 
made as before, but not so difficult or 
slow. When the dense gloom of the pass 
lightened, and there was a wide space of 
sky and stars overhead, Ladd halted and 
stood silent a moment. 

“Luck again!” he 
wind’s in your face, Jim. 
won’t scent you. Go slow. Don’t crack 
a stone. Keep close under the wall. Try 
to get up as high as this at the other end. 
Wait till daylight before riskin’ a loose 
slope. I'll be ridin’ the job early. That’s 
all.” 


whispered. “The 
The horses 
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Ladd’s cool, easy speech was scarcely 
significant of the perilous undertaking. 
Lash moved very slowly away, leading his 
horse. The soft pads of hoofs ceased to 
sound about the time the gray shape 
merged into the black shadows. Then 
Ladd touched Dick’s arm, and turned back 
up the trail. 

But Dick tarried a moment. He wanted 
a fuller sense of that ebony-bottomed 
abyss, with its pale encircling walls reach- 
ing up to the dusky blue sky and the bril- 
liant stars. There was absolutely no 
sound. 

He retraced his steps down, soon com- 
ing up with Ladd; and together they 
picked a way back through the winding 
recesses of cliff. The campfire was smol- 
dering. Ladd replenished it and lay down 
to get a few hours’ sleep, while Gale kept 
watch. The after part of the night wore 
on till the paling of stars, the thickening 
of gloom indicated the dark hour before 
dawn. The spot was secluded from wind, 
but the air grew cold as ice. Gale spent 
the time stripping wood from a dead mes- 
quite, in pacing to and fro, in listening. 
Blanco Sol stamped occasionally, which 
sound was all that broke the stillness. 
Ladd awoke before the faintest gray ap- 
peared. The rangers ate and drank. 
When the black did lighten to gray they 
saddled the horses and led them out to 
the pass and down to the point where they 
had parted with Lash. Here they awaite 
daylight. 

To Gale it seemed long in coming. Such 
a delay always aggravated the slow fire 
within him. He had nothing of Ladd’s 
patience. He wanted action. The gray 
shadow below thinned out, and the patch 
of mesquite made a blot upon the pale 
valley. Then day dawned. 

Still Ladd waited. He grew more si- 
lent, grimmer as the time of action ap- 
proached. Gale wondered what the plan 
of attack would be. Yet he did not ask. 
He waited ready for orders. 

The valley grew clear of gray shadow 
except under leaning walls on the eastern 
side. Then a straight column of smoke 
rose from among the mesquites. Mani- 


festly this was what Ladd had been wait- 
ing for. 
sheath and tried the lever. 


He took the long .405 from its 
Then he lifted 
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a cartridge belt from the pommel of his 
saddle. Every ring held a shell and these 
shells were four inches long. He buckled 
the belt round him. 

“Come on, Dick.” 

Ladd led the way down the slope until 
he reached a position that commanded the 
rising of the trail from a level. It was 
the only place a man or horse could leave 
the valley for the pass. 

“Dick, here’s your stand. If any raider 
rides in range, take a crack at him... . 
Now I want the lend of your hoss.” 

“Blanco Sol!” exclaimed Gale, more in 
amaze that Ladd should ask for the horse 
than in reluctance to lend him. 

“Will you let me have him?” Ladd re- 
peated, almost curtly. " 

“Certainly, Laddy.” 

A smile momentarily chased the dark, 
cold gloom that had set upon the ranger’s 
lean face. 

“Shore I appreciate it, Dick. I know 
how you care for that hoss. I guess 
mebbe Charlie Ladd has loved a hoss! 
An’ one not so good as Sol. I was only 
tryin’ your nerve, Dick, askin’ you with- 
out tellin’ my plan. Sol won’t get a 
scratch, you can gamble on that! I'll ride 
him down into the valley an’ pull the 
Greasers out in the open. They’ve got 
short-ranged carbines. They can’t keep 
out of range of the .405, an’ I’ll be takin’ 
the dust of their lead. Sabe, sefior?” 

“Laddy! You'll run Sol away from the 
raiders when they chase you? Run him 
after them when they try to get away?” 

“Shore. I'll run all the time. They 
can’t gain on Sol, an’ he’ll run them down 
when I want. Can you beat it?” 

“No. It’s great! But suppose a 
raider comes out on Blanco Diablo?” 

“T reckon that’s the one weak place in 
my plan. I’m figgerin’ they'll never think 
of that till it’s too late. But if they do, 
well, Sol can outrun Diablo. An’ I can 
always kill the white devil!” 

Ladd’s strange hate of the horse showed 
in the passion of his last words, in his 
hardening jaw and grim, set lips. 

Gale’s hand went swiftly to the ranger’s 
shoulder. 

“Laddy. Don’t kill Diablo unless it’s 
to save your life.” 

“All right. But, by God, if I get a 
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chance I’ll make Blanco Sol run him off 
his legs!” 

He spoke no more and set about chan- 
ging the length of Sol’s stirrups. When 
he had them adjusted to suit he mounted 
and rode down the trail and out upon the 
level. He rode leisurely as if merely go- 
ing to water his horse. The long black 
rifle lying across his saddle, however, was 
ominous. 

Gale securely tied the other horse to a 
mesquite at hand, and took a position be- 
hind a low rock over which he could easily 
see and shoot when necessary. He imag- 
ined Jim Lash in a similar position at the 
far end of the valley blocking the outlet. 
Gale had grown accustomed to danger and 
the hard and fierce feelings peculiar to it. 
But the coming drama was so peculiarly 
different in promise from all he had ex- 
perienced, that he awaited the moment of 
action with thrilling intensity. In him 
stirred long, brooding wrath at these bor- 
der raiders—affection for Belding, and 
keen desire to avenge the outrages he had 
suffered—warm admiration for the cold, 
implacable Ladd and his absolute fearless- 
ness, and a curious throbbing interest in 
the old, much-discussed and never-decided 
argument as to whether Blanco Sol was 
a fleeter, stronger horse than Blanco 
Diablo. Gale felt that he was to see a 
race between these great rivals—the kind 
of race that made men and horses terrible. 

Ladd rode a quarter of a mile out upon 
the flat before anything happened. Then 
a whistle rent the still, cold air. A horse 
had seen or scented Blanco Sol. The 
whistle was prolonged, faint, but clear. 
It made the blood thrum in Gale’s ears. 
Sol halted. His head shot up with the old, 
wild, spirited sweep. Gale leveled his 
glass at the patch of mesquites. He saw 
the raiders running to an open place, 
pointing, gesticulating. The glass brought 
them so close that he saw the dark faces. 
Suddenly they broke and fled back among 
the trees. Then he got only white and 
dark gleams of moving bodies. Evidently 
that moment was one of boots, guns, and 
saddles for the raiders. 

Lowering the glass, Gale saw that 
Blanco Sol had started forward again. 
His gait was now a canter, and he had 
covered another quarter of a mile before 























horses and 1aiders appeared upon the out- 
skirts of the mesquites. Then Blanco Sol 
stopped. His shrill, ringing whistle came 
distinctly to Gale’s ears. The raiders 
were mounted on dark horses, and they 
stood abreast in a motionless line. Gale 
chuckled as he appreciated what a puzzle 
the situation presented to them. A lone 
horseman in the middle of the valley did 
not perhaps seem so menacing himself as 
the possibilities his presence suggested. 

Then Gale saw a raider gallop swiftly 
from the group toward the farther outlet 
of the valley. This might have been ow- 
ing to characteristic cowardice; but it was 
more likely a move of the raiders to make 
sure of retreat. Undoubtedly Ladd saw 
this galloping horseman. A few waiting 
moments ensued. The galloping horseman 
reached the slope, began to climb. With 
naked eyes Gale saw a puff of white smoke 
spring out of the rocks. Then the raider 
wheeled his plunging horse back to the 
level, and went racing wildly down the 
valley. 

The compact bunch of bays and blacks 
seemed to break apart and spread rapidly 
from the edge of the mesquites. Puffs of 
white smoke indicated firing, and showed 
the nature of the raiders’ excitement. 
They were far out of ordinary range; but 
they spurred toward Ladd, shooting as 
they rode. Ladd held his ground; the big 
white horse stood like a rock in his tracks. 
Gale saw little spouts of dust rise in front 
of Blanco Sol and spread swift as sight 
to his rear. The raiders’ bullets, striking 
low, were skipping along the hard, bare 
floor of the valley. Then Ladd raised the 
long rifle. There was no smoke, but three 
high, spanging reports rang out. A gap 
opened in the dark line of advancing 
horsemen; then a riderless steed sheered 
off to the right. Blanco Sol seemed to 
turn as on a pivot and charged back 
toward the lower end of the valley. He 
circled over to Gale’s right and stretched 
out into his run. There were now five 
raiders in pursuit, and they came sweep- 
ing down, yelling and shooting, evidently 
sure of their quarry. Ladd reserved his 
fire. He kept turning from back to front 
in his saddle. 

Gale saw how the space widened be- 
tween pursuers and pursued, saw distinctly 
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when Ladd eased up Sol’s running. Mani- 
festly Ladd intended to try to lead the 
raiders round in front of Gale’s position, 
and, presently, Gale saw he was going to 
succeed. The raiders, riding like va- 
queros, swept on in a curve, cutting off 
what distance they could. One fellow, a 
small, wiry rider, high on his mount’s neck 
like a jockey, led his companions by many 
yards. He seemed to be getting the range 
of Ladd, or else he shot high, for his 
bullets did not strike up the dust behind 
Sol. Gale was ready to shoot. Blanco 
Sol pounded by, his rapid, rhythmic hoof- 
beats plainly to be heard. He was running 
easily. 

Gale tried to still the jump of heart and 
pulse, and turned his eye again on the 
nearest pursuer. This raider was crossing 
in, his carbine held muzzle up in his right 
hand, and he was coming swiftly. It was 
a long shot, upward of five hundred yards. 
Gale had not time to adjust the sights of 
the Remington, but he knew the gun and, 
holding coarsely upon the swiftly moving 
blot, he began to shoot. The first bullet 
sent up a great splash of dust beneath the 
horse’s nose, making him leap as if tv 
hurdle a fence. The rifle was automatic; 
Gale needed only to pull the trigger. He 
saw now that the raiders behind were in 
line. Swiftly he worked the trigger. Sud- 
denly the leading horse leaped convulsive- 
ly, not up nor aside, but straight ahead, 
and then he crashed to the ground, throw- 
ing his rider like a catapult, and then slid 
and rolled. He half got up, fell back, and 
kicked; but his rider never moved. 

The other rangers sawed the reins of 
plunging steeds and whirled to escape the 
unseen battery. Gale slipped a fresh clip 
into the magazine of his rifle. He re- 
strained himself from useless firing and 
gave eager eye to the duel below. Ladd 
began to shoot while Sol was running. 
The .405 rang out sharply—then again. 
The heavy bullets streaked the dust all the 
way across the valley. Ladd aimed de- 
liberately and pulled slowly, unmindful of 
the kicking dust-puffs behind Sol, and to 
the side. The raiders spurred madly in 
pursuit, loading and firing. They shot ten 
times while Ladd shot once, and all in 
vain; and on Ladd’s sixth shot a raider 
toppled backward, threw his carbine and 
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fell with his foot catching in a stirrup. 
The frightened horse plunged away, drag- 
ging him in a path of dust. 

Gale had set himself to miss nothing of 
that fighting race, yet the action passed 
too swiftly for clear sight of all. Ladd 
had emptied a magazine, and now Blanco 
Sol quickened and lengthened his running 
stride. He ran away from his pursuers. 
Then it was that the ranger’s ruse was 
divined by the raiders. They hauled 
sharply up and seemed to be conferring. 
3ut that was a fatal mistake. Blanco Sol 
was seen to break his gait and slow down 
in several jumps, then square away and 
stand stock-still. Ladd fired at the closely 
grouped raiders. An _ instant passed. 
Then Gale heard the spat of a bullet out 
in front, saw a puff of dust, then heard 
the lead strike the rocks and go whining 
away. And it was after this that one of 
the raiders fell prone from his saddle. 
The steel-jacketed .405 had gone through 
him on its uninterrupted way to hum past 
Gale’s position. 

The remaining two raiders frantically 
spurred their horses and fled up the valley. 
Ladd sent Sol after them. It seemed to 
Gale, even though he realized his excite- 
ment, that Blanco Sol made those horses 
seem like snails. The raiders split, one 
making for the eastern outlet, the other 
circling back of the mesquites. Ladd kept 
on after the latter. Then puffs of white 
smoke and rifle shots faintly crackling told 
of Jim Lash’s hand in the game. How- 
ever, he succeeded only in driving the 
raider back into the valley. But Ladd had 
turned the other horseman, and now it ap- 
peared the two raiders were between Lash 
above on the stony slope and Ladd below 
on the level. There was desperate riding 
on the part of the raiders to keep from 
being hemmed in closer. Only one of them 
got away,and he came riding for life down 
under the eastern wall. Blanco Sol set- 
tled into his graceful, beautiful swing. He 
gained steadily, though he was far from 
extending himself. By Gale’s actual count 
the raider fired eight times in that race 
down the valley, and all his bullets went 
low and wide. He pitched the carbine 
away and lost all control in headlong 
flight. 

Some few hundred rods to the left of 


Field and Stream 


Gale the raider put his horse to the 
weathered slope. He began to climb. The 
horse was superb, infinitely more coura- 
geous than his rider. Zigzag they went 
up and up, and when Ladd reached the 
edge of the slope they were high along 
the cracked and guttered rampart. Once 
—twice Ladd raised the long rifle, but 
each time he lowered it. Gale divined 
that the ranger’s restraint was not on ac- 
count of the Mexican, but for that valiant 
and faithful horse. Up and up he went, 
and the yellow dust clouds rose, and an 
avalanche rolled rattling and cracking 
down the slope. It was beyond belief that 
a horse, burdened or unburdened, could 
find footing and hold.it upon that wall of 
narrow ledges and inverted, slanting gul- 
lies. But he climbed on, sure-footed as a 
mountain goat, and, surmounting the last 
rough steps, he stood a moment silhou- 
etted against the white sky. Then he 
disappeared. Ladd sat astride Blanco 
Sol gazing upward. How the cowboy 
must have honored that rider’s brave 
steed ! 

Gale, who had been too dumb to shout 
the admiration he felt, suddenly leaped up, 
and his voice came with a shriek: 

“Loox out, Lappy!” 

A big horse, like a white streak, was 
bearing down to the right of the ranger. 
Blanco Diablo! A matchless rider swung 
with the horse’s motion. Gale was 
stunned. Then he remembered the first 
raider, the one Lash had shot at and 
driven away from the outlet. This fellow 
had made for the mesquites and had put 
a saddle on Belding’s favorite. In the 
heat of the excitement, while Ladd had 
been intent upon the climbing horse, this 
last raider had come down with the speed 
of the wind straight for the western out- 
let. Perhaps, very probably, he did not 
know Gale was there to block it; and cer- 
tainly he hoped to pass Ladd and Blanco 
Sol. 

A touch of the spur made Sol lunge 
forward to head off the raider. Diablo 
was in his stride, but the distance and 
angle favored Sol. The raider had no 
carbine. He held aloft a gun ready to 
level it and fire. He sat the saddle as if 
it were a stationary seat. Gale saw Ladd 
lean down and drop the .405 in the sand. 

















He would take no chances of wounding 
Belding’s best-loved horse. 

Then Gale sat transfixed with suspended 
breath watching the horses thundering 
toward him. Blanco Diablo was speeding 
low, fleet as an antelope, fierce and terri- 
ble in his devilish action, a horse for war 
and blood and death. He seemed unbeat- 
able. Yet to see the magnificently running 
Blanco Sol was but to court a doubt. Gale 
stood spellbound. He might have shot the 
raider; but he never thought of such a 
thing. The distance swiftly lessened. 
Plain it was the raider could not make the 
opening ahead of Ladd. He saw it and 
swerved to the left, emptying his six- 
shooter as he turned. His dark face 
gleamed as he flashed by Gale. 

Blanco Sol thundered across. Then the 
race became straight away up the valley. 
Diablo was cold and Sol was hot: therein 
lay the only handicap and vantage. It 
was a fleet, beautiful, magnificent race. 
Gale thrilled and exulted and yelled as his 
horse settled into a steadily swifter run 
and began to gain. The dust rolled in a 
funnel-shaped cloud from the flying hoofs. 
The raider wheeled with gun puffing white, 
and Ladd ducked low over the neck of 
his horse. 

The gap between Diablo and Sol nar- 
rowed yard by yard. At first it had been 
a wide one. The raider beat his mount 
and spurred, beat and spurred, wheeled 
round to shoot, then bent forward again. 
In his circle at the upper end of the valley 
he turned far short of the jumble of rocks. 
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All the devil that was in Blanco Diablo 
had its running on the downward stretch. 
The strange, cruel urge of bit and spur, 
the crazed rider who stuck like a burr 
upon him, the shots and smoke added 
terror to his natural violent temper. He 
ran himself off his feet. But he could not 
elude that relentless horse behind him. 
The running of Blanco Sol was that of a 
sure, remorseless driving power—steadier 
—stronger—swifter with every long and 
wonderful stride. 

The raider tried to sheer Diablo off 
closer under the wall, to make the slope 
where his companion had escaped. But 
Diablo was uncontrollable. He was run- 
ning wild, with breaking gait. Closer and 
closer crept that white, smoothly gliding, 
beautiful machine of speed. 

Then, like one white flash following 
another, the two horses gleamed down the 
bank of a wash and disappeared in clouds 
of dust. 

Gale watched with strained and smart- 
ing eyes. The thick throb in his ears was 
pierced by faint sounds of gunshots. Then 
he waited in almost unendurable suspense. 

Suddenly something whiter than the 
background of dust appeared above the 
low roll of valley floor. Gale leveled his 
glass. In the clear circle shone Blanco 
Sol’s noble head with its long black bar 
from ears to nose. Sol’s head was droop- 
ing now. Another second showed Ladd 
still in the saddle. 

The ranger was leading Blanco Diablo 
—spent—broken—dragging—riderless, 


(To be continued) 
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sentiment about your camp, and that with- 
out engendering hard feelings. The of- 
fender may be only a beginner, good- 
hearted but thoughtless, proud only of his 
prowess as an angler as shown by the 
number on his string. A quizzical smile, 
some such good-natured protest as “That’s 
a shame, brother !—why didn’t you keep 
those six big ones and chuck back all the 
rest for another time!’ will do wonders 
in starting the right spirit in that man. 
If he is the other kind, the big, fat, grabby 
brute who is out for all he can get or 
steal in this world, you cannot afford to 


have him about your place at all, even if 
he is the only customer you have. 

Finally, a rap at the legal limit itself. 
This magazine has been in several fights 
to raise the legal limit, particularly on 
trout, from six to at least seven inches, 
and preferably eight. Of what use is a 
six-inch minnow, called by courtesy a 
trout, whose tug you could hardly feel on 
your line, whose tiny carcass will barely 
be visible after the frying-pan is through 
with it? May the good Lord, who looks 
after all dumb things, punish the man who 
fills his creel with such a catch! 





EDITOR'S NOTE—The aim of this department is to present to our readers reports on desirable 
We have a great many of these coming in by every mail. 
wae “fair,” but where it was ‘‘splendid.’’ It is 


localities for fishing and hunting. 


best have been culled out—not places where the luck 
impossible for us, in the limited space available, to print names of hotels, guides, etc., but write us direct 
for information concerning any locality whatever you are interested in, and be sure to mention in 
writing, later, to the hotel or guide, that your information came from our “Where to Go" department. 
This is important, as you will then get the best treatment, both as to terms and accommodation. 
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The salt water fishing season is 
now at hand, and the fisherman 1n- 
terested in this form of sport will 
find in the following pages a list 
of places where good channel bass, 
striped bass, bluefish, weakfish, 
kingfish, fluke, blackfish, sea bass, 
and tuna fishing may be had. The 
muscallonge fisherman, also, will 
find listed here choice localities 
where the tiger fish waits for your 
lure, and where pickerel, pike and 
bass may also be found. Our prizes 
for the salt water winners this 
year should interest every devotee 
of the sport and, if you catch a 
whopping big fellow, don’t neglect 
te enter him, as he may prove to 
be one of the winners. 


NEW ENGLAND STATES 


Springfield, Penobscot County, 
Maine, reached by the Maine Cen- 
tral Ry. Accommodations at Bay 
View Camps, Joseph M. Patten, 
proprietor, for $10.50 a weck. Pick- 
erel, perch, salmon and trout in 
Bottle Lake, Lower and Upper 
Dobinis, Junior and Grand Lakes. 

Belgrade Lakes, Kennebec 
Ccunty, Maine, reached by the 
Maine Central Ry. Accommoda- 
tions at the Belgrade Lakes Camp, 
of which Francis Thwing is the 
proprietor, for $14 a week. Black 
bass, perch and lake trout in Big 
Pond, Long and North Ponds. 

Oakland, Kennebec County, 


Maine, reached by the Bangor & 
Maine, and Maine Central Rys. 
Accommodations at East Pont 
Camps, E. W. Clement, proprietor, 
for $14 a week. Small-mouth bass, 
pores and pickerel in East, North, 
McGraws and Great Ponds. 

Norcross, Penobscot County, 
Maine, reached by the Bangor & 
Aroostook Ry. Accommodations 
at Buckhorn Camps, Bert Haynes 
& Son, proprietors, for $1.50 a 
day. Pickerel, perch and trout in 
fe Mary Lake, Church, Henderson, 

abbit Ponds, and Cooper Brook 
and Jo Mary Stream. 

Heron Island, Lincoln County, 
Maine, reached by Boston & Maine 
Ry. Accommodations at, The Lodge, 
W. R, Buckman, proprietor, for $2 
a day. Deep-sea fishing for cod, 
haddock, hake, etc. 

St. Albans, Franklin County, 
Vermont, reached by the Cham- 
plain Transportation Co. Bass, 
pike, pickerel, perch fishing. 

Averill, Essex County, Vermont, 
reached by the Boston & Maine 
Ry. Accommodations at Cold 
Spring Camp, Charles M. Quimby, 
proprietor, for $3 a day. Mus- 
callonge, salmon and trout fishing 
in Leach Pond, Big Averill and 
Little Averill Lakes. 

Newport, Orleans County, Ver- 
mont, reached by the Boston & 

aine Accommodations at 
Raymond House, D. Tesco & Son, 
proprietors, for $2 a day. Black 





bass, 


I ickerel, perch and lake trout 
in 


e Memphremagog. 
Epsom, Merrimack County, New 
Hampshire, reached by the Boston 
& Maine Ry. Party camped out. 
Small-mouth bass fishing in Chest- 


nut Pond. 

West Alton, Belknap County, 
New Hampshire, reached by the 
Boston & Maine Ry. Accommoda 
tions at Broad View House, for $1 
a day. Pickerel, perch and bass, 
also lake trout and salmon in Lake 
Winnepesaukee. 

Rockville, Hartford County, 
Connecticut, reached by the New 
York, New Haven & Hartford Ry. 
Accommodations at Crystal Lake 
Hotel, J. Bowles, proprietor, for 
$2.50 a day. Bass, pickerel and 
perch in Crystal Lake. 

ew Canaan, Fairfield County, 
Connecticut, reached by the New 
York, New Haven & Hartford Ry. 
Accommodations at house of Mrs. 
Albert Scofield, for $7 a week. 
Bass, pickerel, perch, in Trinity 


ke. 

Cuttyhunk, Dukes County, Mas- 
sachusetts, reached by Cuttyhunk 
Steamer from New Bedford. Ac- 
commodations at The Poplars, W. 
H. Allen, proprietor, for $12 a 
week. Weakfish, sea bass, blue- 
fish and large striped bass. Very 
fine striped bass locality. 

South Westport (Horseneck 
Beach), Bristol County, Massa 
chusetts, reached by New York, 

















New Haven & Hartford Ry. 
Weakfish, bluefish, rock and sea 
bass, blackfish. 

orth Scituate, Providence, 
Rhode Island, reached b the 
Providence & Danielson Electric 
Ry. from Providence. Accommo- 
dations at Whipp Hotel, for $12 a 
week. Small-mouth bass and perch 
in Lake Moswansicut. 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES 


Old_ Forge, Herkimer 
New York, reached by the New 
York Central Ry. ccommoda- 
tions at the Bay View Camp, O. C. 
Tuttle, proprietor, for $12.50 a 
week. Bass and brook trout in 
Fulton Chain of Lakes and moun- 


County, 


tain streams. 

Lon Eddy, Sullivan County, 
New York, reached by the Erie 
Ry. Accommodations at house of 
Mrs. C. A. Schmeidell, for $1.50 
a day. Small-mouth bass, native 
and rainbow trout in Delaware 


River and Basket Brook. 
Cohecton, Sullivan County, New 
York, reached by the Erie Ry. Ac- 
commodations at Erie Hotel, Wm. 
F, Heuser, proprietor, for $1. 50 a 


day. Black ass, pike, perch, 
ickerel. Fishing in Delaware 
o iver, Swago Lake and Laurel 


ake. 

Adirondack, Warren County, 
New York, reached by the Dela- 
ware & Hudson Ry. Accommoda- 
tions at Valentine Farmhouse, 
Henry B. Hayes, proprietor, for $7 
a week. Large- and small-mouth 
bass, pickerel, lake trout. Fish- 
ing io Valentine Pond and Schroon 


Mamakati ng. 
ea 


Sullivan County, 
New York. 


ched by Ontario & 
bag pi d A, Accommodations at 
Six fouse, Brown en- 
—~ hy oo for $8 a week. 


Small-mouth bass, perch and 
pickerel. 

Bay Shore, Long Island, New 
York, reached by the Long Island 
Ry. from New York. Accommo- 
dations at McGowan’s Inn, A 


Gowan, proprietor, for $3 to $5 
day. Bluefish, weakfish, fluke ond 


sea_ bass. 

Babylon, Suffolk County, New 
York. Reached by the Long Isl- 
and Ry. Accommodations at Ba 
Shore Hotel. Bluefish, weakfis 
and fluke in Fire Island Inlet. 

Sea_ Bright, Monmouth County, 
New Jerse N reached by the Cen- 


tral Ry. of New Jersey, or by the 
Patten Line Syaeion. Bluefish 
and tuna. . Johnson is good 
* guide. 


Sea Isle City, Cape May County, 
New Jersey, reached by the Atlan- 
tic City R Accommodations at 
the Stevens Hotel, Robert Stevens, 
proprietor. Channel-bass fishing. 

orson’s Inlet, Cape May, New 
Jersey, reached by the Penns A 
vania Ry. Accommodations at t 
West Jersey Cottages, George Witt. 
kamp, proprietor, for $12 a week. 
Striped bass, channel bass, king- 
fish, bluefish and weakfish. 

Seaside Park, Ocean County, 
New Jersey, reached by the Penn- 
sylvania Ry. Accommodations at 
various hotels and also good 
1. ing on the beach. From here 

arnegat Inlet, a distance of 


ten miles, good fishing. Channel 
bass, stri § bass, bluefish, weak- 
fish and fluke. 


glesea, Cape May County, 
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New Jersey, reached by Pennsyl- 
vania Ry. Accommodations ar 
Walnut Avenue House, Louis 


Bishop, proprietor, for $9 a week. 
Channel bass, black drum, king- 
fish, bluefish, sea bass, weakfish 
and fluke. ; 

Allenhurst, Monmouth County, 
New Jersey, reached by Pennsyl- 
vania Ry. or by Central Ry. of 
New Jersey. Accommodations at 
various hotels in Asbury Park 
and Ocean Grove. Weakfish, blue- 
fish, fluke, striped bass, sea bass, 
blackfish, tuna and croakers. Surf 
fishing from Deal to Shark River 
Inlet good. Boats for off-shore 
fishing may be hired by the day. 

Barnegat, Ocean County, New 
Joree , reached by the Central Ry. 
of New Jersey. Accommodations 
at the Almont, Barret & Kinsey, 
proprietors, for $3 a day. Chan- 
nel bass, weakfish, bluefish ana 
striped bass. Fishing in Barnegat 
Bay and Barnegat Inlet. 

Beach Haven, Ocean County, 
New Jersey, reached by the Penn- 
sylvania Ry. or the Central Ry. 
of New Jersey. | ng ay 
4 a Haven House, for $2 


"Lee Hopatcong, ote County, 
New Jersey, reached by the Dela- 
ware, Lackawanna & Western, and 
Central Ry. of New Jersey. Ac- 
commodations at various hotels, 
for $2 a day. Anson B. Decker 
is a good guide. Black bass, 
Oswego bass, pickerel and perch. 

Andover, Sussex County, New 
eee reached by the Delaware, 
vackawanna & Western Ry. Ac- 
ee at Lake Side Hotel, 


. A. Maines, proprietor, for $2 a 


day. Black bass, pickerel, in Sla- 
ter’s Pon 
Green Pond, Morris County, 


New Jersey, reached by the New 
York, Susquehanna & Western 
Ry. to Newfoundland, and Lacka- 
wanna Ry. to Wharton, Wharton 
& Northern Ry. to Green Pond 
Junction. Accommodations at Lake 
End Hotel, Shawger & Harten- 
Stine, proprietors, for $12 to $15 
a week. Black and Oswego bass, 
pickerel and perch. 

Newton, Sussex County, 
feraey reached by the Delaware, 

ckawanna & Western Ry. Ac- 
commodations at Spring Lake Cot- 
tage, George D. Budd, proprietor, 
for $7 to $l4 a week. ck bass, 
pickerel, perch in Hunt’s Lake. 

Shohola, Pike County, Pennsyl- 
vania, reached by the Erie Ry. 
Accommodations at Walker Lake 
Hotel, Mr. Feser, proprietor, for 
$8 to $10 a week. ike, perch, 
ickerel and bass in Twin and 
Valker Lakes. 

Fishing Creek Station, Lancas- 
ter County, New Jersey, — 
by the Pennsylvania 4 
ing trip. Small-mouth bass, a 
eyed pike, and salmon fishing in 

usquehanna River. 

Glen Eyre, Pike County, Penn- 
sylvania, reached by the Erie Ry. 
Accommodations at Rock —~" 


New 


Camp, Mrs. A. W. LeRoy, 
rietress, for $10 a week. Black 
ass, rock bass, rainbow trout, 


pike and pickerel fishing in Lacka- 
waxen River, Wescolong Lake and 
Lake Tudescong. 


SOUTHERN STATES 


Fayetteville, Cumberland County, 
North Carolina, reached by the 
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Atlantic Coast Line, Norfolk & 
Southern. Accommodations at 
Rosemont and LaFayette Hotels, 
for $2.50 a day. Bass, perch and 
pickerel fishing. 

Topsail Inlet, Pender County, 
North Carolina, reached by the At- 
lantic Coast Line. This is a camp- 


ing proposition. Channel bass, 
weakfish, bluefish, flounder and 
pigfish in Topsail Inlet and the 
ocean. 

Wilmin ton, New Hanover 
County, North Carolina, reached 


by the Atlantic Coast Line. Ac 
commodations in the various Wil- 
mington and Wrightsville hotels, 
for from $2 to $6 a day. Chan 
nel bass, bluefish, sheepshead, in 
Topsail Inlet, Rich Inlet, Mason’s 
Inlet, Barren and Masenbere In- 
lets. 

Lake Smith, Princess Anne 
County, Virginia, reached by the 
Norfolk & Southern Ry., Electric 
Division. Accommodations in ho- 
tels in Norfolk for $1 to $5 a day. 
Large-mouth bass, pickerel, perch 
and crappie in Lake Smith and 
Little Creek. 

Charleston, Charleston County, 
South Carolina, reached by the 
Atlantic Coast Line. Accommoda- 
tions at the Charleston Hotel, for 
$8 a day. Drum, channel bass, 
weakfish, bluefish in Dewees, Ca- 
pers Inlets and Bull’s Bay. 

Coden, Mobile County, Alabama, 
reached by the Bay Shore Ry. 
from Mobile. Accommodations at 
Rolston Hotel, John Rolston, pro- 
prietor, for $2 a day, $12.50 a 
week. Sea bass, redfish, sea trout, 
black drum, sheepshead, and tar- 
pon fishing, in Mississippi Sound 
and estuaries. 

Fort Myer’s, Lee County, Flor- 
ida, reached by the Atlantic Coast 


Line Ry. Accommodations at hotel 
for $2.50 a day. Tarpon, jewfish, 
kingfish, channel bass, jackfish, 


Spanish mackerel and _ other fish. 

Boca Grande, Lee County, Flor- 
ida, reached by the Charlotte Har- 
bor and Northern Ry. Accommo- 
dations at Boca Grande Hotel, F. 
H. Abbott, proprietor, for $18 a 
week. school, redfish and _tar- 
= in — te Harbor and Boca 

rande Pass. 

Pensacola, Escambia County. 
Florida, reached by the Louisvil 
& Nashville Ry. Accommodations 
at San Carlos Hotel for $1.50 to 


$2 a day. Sheepshead, redfish and 
sea trout in Pensacola and Es- 
cambia Ba 


Camp Walton, Santa Rosa 


County, Florida, reached by boat 
from Vesspesia. Accommodations 
at Gulf View, Theodore B. Staff, 


proprietor, for $1.50 a day, $10 a 
week. Large-mouth bass, sea trout, 
redfish, bluefish, in Santa Rosa 
Sound and Gulf of Mexico. 


MIDDLE WESTERN STATES 


Bellaire, Antrim County, Michi- 
gan, — by the Pere Mar- 
quette Accommodations at 
The Manics, W. C. Green, pro- 
prietor, for $8.50 to $12.50 a week, 
and at Fisherman’s Paradise, D. 
Smith, proprietor, for $12 a week. 
Large- and small-mouth bass, pike, 
pickerel and rainbow and brook 
trout. 

Gogebic, Gogebic Com, 
an, reached by the icago & 
orthwestern y- Accommoda- 
tions at Gogebic Hotel and cot- 


Michi- 
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tages. Small-mouth bass and 


pickerel fishing. 

Round Lake, Oakland County, 
Michigan, reached by the Pere 
Marquette Ry. Accommodations 
at Long Lake Hotel for $2 a day. 
Large- and small-mouth bass and 
pike, in Long, Round and Crooked 
Lakes. 

Roscommon, Roscommon County, 
Michigan, reached by the Michi- 
gan Central Ry. Accommodations 
at Log Cabin Home, D. Procunier, 

roprietor, for $2 a day. Pike, 
ass, pickerel and perch. 

Dowagiac, Cass County, Michi- 
gan, reached by the Michigan Cen- 
tral Ry. Accommodations at Dewey 


Lake Hotel, Theo. G. Crane, pro- 
prietor, for $10 a week. Bass, 
bluegills and perch in Dewey 
ake. 

Fabius, St. Joseph County, 
Michigan, reached by the Michi. 
gan Central Ry. Accommodations 
at Hotel Lennox, J. Lennox, pro- 
prietor, for $8 a week. Large- 


movth bass. 

Fifield, Price County, Wisconsin, 
reached by Wisconsin Central Ry. 
Accommodations at Feely’s Pike 
Lake Resort. Muscallonge, pike, 
large- and small-mouth bass fish- 
ing. 

_Cable, Bayfielf County, Wiscen- 
sin, reached by the Canadian 
Northwestern Ry. Accommoda- 
tions at the Cavalier, L. E. Cava- 
lier, proprietor, for $9 a week. 
Muscallonge, large- and_ small- 
mouth bass, pike and pickerel in 
Lake Owen. 

Grand View, Bayfield County, 
Wisconsin, reached by the North. 
western Accommodations at 
the Camp-Fire Island Camp, H. A. 
Scotford, proprietor, for $12 a 
week. Muscallonge, bass fishing in 
Upper and Lower Clam Lakes. 

c Du Flambeau, Vilas County, 
Wisconsin, reached by the Chicago 
& Northwestern Ry. commo- 
dations at cottages of George Gol- 
ler. Muscallonge, bass and pike 
fishing in Sand Lake. 

Powell, Iron County, Wisconsin, 
reached by the Chicago & North- 
western Ry. Accommodations at 
the Flambeau Lodge, W. G. Wat- 
rous, proprietor, tor $15 a week. 
Stam ang Oswego bass, pike 
and brook trout. 

Hayward, Sawyer County, Wis- 
consin, reached by the Chicago and 
Northwestern’ Ry. Accommoda- 
tions at the Idlehurst Lodge, C. 
Benack, proprietor, for $12 a week. 
Large- and small-mouth bass and 
muscallonge in Round Lake, ; 

Eagle River, Vilas County, Wis- 
consin, reached by the Chicago & 
Northwestern Ry. Accommoda- 


tions at the Red Oak Resort, 
George Jackson, proprietor, for 
$12 a week. Muscallonge, pike, 


pickerel and bass in kes Alma, 
Moon and Little St. Germaine. 

ook, St. Louis County, Min- 
nesota, reached by the Canadian 
Northern Ry. Accommodations at 
the Seldom Inn, J. H. Burris, pro- 
prietor, for $2 a day. Muscal- 
longe and bass in Elbow and Long 


Lakes. : 
Dorset, Hubbard County, Min- 
nesota, reached by the Great 
Northern Ry. Accommodations 
at Fisherman’s Lodge, A. am- 
bold, proprietor, for $2 a day, $12 
a week. Muscallonge and bass 
fishing in the Man Trap Lakes. 
Alexandria, Douglas County, 
Minnesota, reached , os the Great 
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Northern Ry. Accommodations at 
the Cottage Grove Hotel, Fred 
Glade, proprietor, for $2 a day, 
$10 a week. Black bass, crappie, 
wall-eyed and Great Northern pike. 


WESTERN STATES 


Mackay, Custer County, Idaho, 
reached by the Oregon Short Line. 
Accommodations at the Mackay 
Hotel, J. Dunstan, _ proprietor. 
Rainbow trout in Big st River. 

Glacier National Park, Montana, 
reached by the Great Northern Ry. 
Accommodations at various camps 
and hotels in the Park. Trout 
fishing good. 

Loon Lake, Stevens County, 
Washington, reached by the Great 
Northern Ry. Hotel accommoda 
tions for $2 a day. Bass, trour 
and perch fishing. 

Hayden Lake, Kootenai County, 
Idaho, reached by the Southern 
Pacific Ry. Accommodations at 
Bozanta Inn for $2.50 a day. Bass 
and trout fishing. 

Klamath Falls, Klamath County, 
Oregon, reached by the Southern 
Pacific Ry. sAccommodations at 
the Rock Point House, C. D. Wil- 
son, proprietor, for $2 a day. 
Rainbow and brook trout in Kla- 
math Lake streams. 

ne Pine, Inyo County, Cali- 
fornia, reached by the Southern 
Pacific Ry. Accommodations at 
the Bug Hunter Camp, for $2.50 


a day. Trout in lakes and streams 
in vicinity, 
CANADA 
Kipawa, Quebec, Canada, 


reached by the Canadian Pacific 
Ry. Accommodations at Kipawa 
House, for $12 a week. Pike and 
trout fishing in Bois Franc Lake. 

Raynor Island, Lake of Bays, 
Ontario, reached by Grand Trunk 
to Huntsville, Huntsville and Lake 
of Bays Navigation Co. to Raynor 
Island. Accommodations at Raynor 
Island Camp, Miss M. Spaulding, 
proprietress, for $15 a week, and 
up. Trout, bass and salmon trout 
fishing. 

Joe Lake, Nipissing County, On- 
tario, reached by the Grand Trunk 


y- Accommodations at Algon- 
quin Hotel, L. E. Merrell, pro- 
prietor, for $18 a week. Small- 


mouth bass and speckled trout in 
Crown, Rock and Louise Lakes, in 
the Algonquin Provincial Park. 

Buckskin, Muskoka County, On- 
tario, reached by the Canadian Pa- 


cific Ry. Accommodations at the 
Waubic, Mrs. E. Niepage, pro 
prietress. Pike, pickerel and bass 
fishing. 


Oak Orchard, Bobcaygeon, On- 
tario, reached by the New York 
Central to Toronto, and Canadian 
Pacific to Bobcaygeon. Accommo- 
dations at Oak Orchard Lodge, 
Perry Alexander, proprietor, for 
$15 a week. Muscallonge and bass 
fishing in Kawartha Lakes, 

Sault Ste. Marie, Ontario, 
reached by the Canadian Pacific 
= Soo Line. Accommodations at 
Algonquin Hotel, W. Moffat, 
proprietor. Muscallonge, bass and 
rainbow trout. 

Sparrow Lake, Muskoka County, 
reached by the Canadian Northern 
Ry. Accommodations at Roehl’s 
Hotel, for $6.50 to $8 a _ week. 
Muscallonge, pickerel and bass. 

aguetawan, Ontario, reached 
by Grand Trunk Ry. and Magueta- 
wan Navigation Co. Accommoda- 
tions at Lake of May Islands 


Camps, Fred J. Schmeler, pro- 
prietor, for $10.50 a week. mall- 
mouth bass, lake trout and brook 
trout. 

Temagami, Ontario, reached by 
the Grand Trunk Ry. Accommo. 
dations at Camp Wabi Kon, L. A. 
Orr, proprietor, for $12 a week. 
Bass, pickerel, wall eyed pike and 
lake trout in Lake Tomuguel. 

Wanekewin, Nipissing County, 
Ontario, reached by the Canadian 
Pacific Ry. Accommodations at 
the Wanekewin, Martin Fenton, 
proprietor, for $10 a week. ass, 
pickerel, wall-eyed pike, perch and 
muscallenge in Pickerel and 
French Rivers, and Squaw and Ox 
Lakes. 

Georgian Bay, Ontario, reached 
by the Grand Trunk Ry. Accom- 
modations at hotels for $15 a 


week. Large- and_ small-mouth 
bass, a and brook trout 
in the Moon River and Bayfield 
Channel. 





Are you thinking of spend- 


ing your vacation in the 
great outdoors — sure you 
are! Well—was your last 
trip entirely _ satisfactory? 


Perhaps the fishing at your 
chosen spot was not up to 
scratch, or the hunting was 
unusually poor. Do not take 
the chance of a wasted vaca- 
tion this year. FIgLD AND 
SrrEAM long ago realized the 
importance of reliable, up-to- 
the-minute information to the 
sportsman pease a vaca- 
tion trip. or the past five 
years we have been gathering 
reports on the shooting, fish- 
ing, camping and canoeing 
possibilities of the various 
sections of the United States 
and Canada. Inquiries are 
promptly answered by per- 
sonally dictated letters giv- 
ing fullest possible informa- 
tion. 

Send us a stamped en- 
velope and state as clearly 
as possible in what region 
or locality you are most in- 
terested, and what sort of 
fish or game you intend to go 
after, and we will gladly send 
you full information cover- 
ing this place. 

Address all letters to the 
WHERE TO GO SERVICE 
BUREAU, Field and Stream 
Publishing Company, 831 4th 
Avenue, New York City. 











ARE YOU GOING CAMPING! 


Then get a copy of Cam 
Craft by Warren i. Miller, Ed. 
tor of this magazine, the most 
up-to-date book on modern 
camping practice and equipment 
ever published. It tells you all 
you want to know—and what to 
avoid—in camping in the differ- 
ent sections, climates and en- 
vironments in our big country 
and Canada, the right equipment 
to get for general big game hunt- 
ing in the north country, in the 
Rockies, down a canoe river, or 
salt water, for mid-summer fish- 
ing—anywhere that you propose 


to go. Order through the Field 
and Stream Publishing Co., 331 
4th Ave., N. Y. City. $1.50 a 
copy. 282 pp. 32 illustraticns. 
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HUNTING AND WOODCRAFT 


TWO DEER WITH A .22 PISTOL 
Fietp & Stream Pus. Co.: 


I recently received a_ letter 
which contained a “buck” story 
which proved so interesting to me 
in this day of high-power rifles 
that I am copying the story and 
sending it to you, thinking it may 

rove of interest to others. It is 
rom a man over 60 years of age 
and some hunter. 

“I took a trip this fall about 
450 miles north of here, not far 
from Lake Superior, and I have a 
buck story to tell you, although I 
did not hunt much; trapped most 
of the time. I took my shotgun 
along but did not shoot it while 
I was there. A year ago I bought 
a .22 caliber pistol with a 12-inch 
barrel, and carried that when 
I ran my traps. I killed a lot of 
grouse and rabbits with it. ; 

“One ge | I was coming in 
and had got close to camp when 
I came by a pasture field. I saw 
a deer in the field with some cattle. 
A tree had fallen from the woods 
into the field and the deer was 
close to the — about thirty 
rods from me. ne of the cows 
went after it and it jumped through 
the fence into the rank. I stood 
and watched it and pretty soon I 
saw another one walk out of the 
brush and jump into the field; 
then the other one jumped in. The 


cow got after them and _ they 
trotted up the fence toward me. 
I watched them about fifteen min- 
utes. I got out my pistol and 


three extra cartridges and when 
they got within 40 steps of me 
I shot at one. He ran in a little 
circle and stopped with his other 
side to me, and I shot him again. 
He jumped the fence and ran a 
little ways in the woods and 
stopped. The other one stopped 
by the fence and I loaded up and 
took a shot at him. He jumped 
straight up, then jumped through 





the fence, went about three rods 
and fell. Then the first one ran 
off. I saw the way it went. It 
would have to cross a hill, so I 
watched the hill and saw it stop 
and lay down. I went and cut 
the first one’s throat and waited 
awhile, and then slipped upon the 
other one and shot it through the 
head. I don’t think it could have 
got up anyway, but that put it out 
of its misery. 

“Well, I had two deer down and 
had to do something with them. 
I drove stakes in the ground and 
made a scaffold and then cut the 
meat off and put it on the scaffold 
and gathered wood and cooked it 
till nearly midnight and then car- 
ried it to camp. It was so dark 
I could hardly find my way in. 
I didn’t have enough salt, but 
when I got home mother salted it 
and we made gravy with it and 
it was mighty fine. I wish you 
could have had some of those 
backbones. I have carried bi 
guns in the woods but never did 
as well as with the little pistol. 

“T expect if someone in Arkansas 
told you this story you would 
sort of doubt it, but this comes 
from away up north where it’s 
as cold as Greenland. I don’t 
think I will ever have a bigger 
buck story to tell, though I have 
killed lots of them. This is my 
best. Sam.” 

I have been an interested reader 
of Fretp & Stream for several 
years and am always waiting for 
the next number. I take great 
interest in the prize fishing con- 
tests, especially for large-mouth 
black bass, though we are out of 
competition, as Florida has a mort- 
gage on the southern division, as 
they don’t grow that big else- 
where. I have been fishing for 
bass here in Arkansas for fifteen 
years and the largest I have ever 
known of was 7% pounds. 

E. A. Turner. 


COON HUNTING IN OLD 
KENTUCKY 
By Wm. J. Lawrence 


It was on the fifteenth of No- 
vember when we decided to ac- 
cept the kind invitation extended 
us by Mr. Stanley Blake, manager 
of the Blue Grass Farm Kennels, 
Berry, Ky., for a good coon hunt 
in the hills of old esate. Up- 
on our arrival at the picturesque 
little town of Berry we were met 
at the depot by our host, and, after 
partaking of a good old Southern 
meal, we prepared for the hunt. 
It was 8 p. . when Mr. Blake 
said, “All ready!” and we shoul- 
dered our axe, and, carrying our 
lantern, we started off with quick 
steps and light hearts for a good 
night’s sport in the grand out of 
doors. 

It was an ideal night for coon 
hunting, and, talking of good coon 
hunts we had had together, as all 
coon-hunters will do when they get 
together, we had only gone about 
half a mile up the creek when 
Bally opened up on the trail of 
a mngtailed “critter.” He was 
quickly joined by Queen, Dinah 
and Ranger, we having only the 
four dogs with us and they were 
making the grandest music any 
coon-hunter ever heard. We ha- 
stened our steps and followed as 


fast as we could, but Mr. Coon 
evidently thought he could fool 
the dogs by going out on a log, 


which was lying at the edge of 
the water, crawling to the end 
and swimming across the stream, 
but he was surely mistaken, for 
the dogs were onto his tricks and 
they lost no time in finding out 
what he had done and were once 
more upon his trail, and before 
we could get across the creek, 
had it treed in an old elm tree 
upon the cliff. It was then that 


the ever-ready axe came into play 
to cut the tree down and get the 
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coon. 


The coon put up a good 
fight, 


but he had no chance with 


the dogs. We all had our say 
as to its weight; one said it 
weighed 18 pounds and others 
more or less, it actually weighed 
12% pounds. 

We sacked our game and led 
the dogs away and it was not 


long before we heard them about 
a mile ahead of us, which made 
us quicken our steps in their di 
rection. By the time we got close 
enough they seemed to burn the 
trail and must have seen the coon, 


for they were barking at every 
breath and jump and seemed to 
be very much excited, and, sure 


enough, they had it treed, this time 
in a_ larger tree. Thinking it 
would be a shame to cut down 
this tree, we decided to climb up 


and shake the coon off, which 
was finally done, this time holding 
two of the dogs so as to give the 


coon a chance, and both the dogs 
and the coon put up a good fight, 
but the dogs were victorious, 

The dogs then cast ahead of 
us and we did not hear or see 
them for quite a while, but kept 
listening very intensely, when sud- 
denly we thought we heard them 
behind the hill, and, sure enough, 
it was them, and by the time we 
got there the coon had taken 
refuge in an old den upon the 
cliff, and, much to our disgust, we 
could not get it out. We worked 
for some time and the dogs were 
getting very excited, for they were 
digging, biting and barking and 
trying as hard as we were to get 


the coon out. After some time 
our host consulted his watch and, 
finding the hour close to 2 A.M 


thought it best to wend our way 
homeward, so catching the dogs 
we started back, which seemed to be 
about twice as far as it really was, 
and we did not realize the distance 
we had traveled, but at last we 
were at home, and it was not long 
before we were in the land of 
nod, dreaming pleasant dreams. 
After a bit of sleep and a hearty 


breakfast, we bid our host good 
bye, but not until we had prom 
ised Mr. Blake, who is an enthu- 
siastic coon- hunter, that we would 
soon return for another coon-hunt 


and in a different direction, where 
he knew that the coons were plen 
tiful. 


NEW JERSEY DEER LAW 
Chapter 247. Session of 1915. 


An Act to amend an act en- 
titled “An act for the protection 
of deer,” approved March twenty- 
seventh, nineteen hundred and 
twelve. 

Be it enacted by the Senate and 
General Assembly of the State of 
-—— Jersey: 

Section one of the act of 
which this act is amendatory be 
and the same hereby is amended 
so as to read as follows: 

1. It shall be unlawful for any 
person to nunt for, pursue, mon 
at, take, kill, wound, or attem 
to take, kill or wound any wi ‘i 


deer in this State, except on the 
last three Wednesdays in October 
and the first Wednesday in No- 
vember of each year, or to kill in 
any one year more than one deer, 
under a penalty of one hundred 
dollars for each offense. 


It shall 
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be unlawful at all times hereafter 
for any person to hunt for, shoot 
at, take, kill or wound, or attempt 
to take, kill or wound any fawn 
under a penalty of one hundred 


dollars for each offense. For the 
purpose of this act the word 
“fawn” shall be taken to mean 


any deer, buck or doe less than 
one year old. 

2. Section two of the act of 
which this act is amendatory be 
and the same is hereby amended 
so as to read as follows: 

2. It shall be unlawful to have 
in possession in this State any 
deer, except on the last three 
Wednesdays in October and the 
first Wednesday in November of 
each year, under a penalty of one 
hundred dollars for each deer so 
had in possession. It shall be un- 
lawful to have in possession at 
any time any fawn under a penalt 
of one hundred dollars for pos | 
fawn so had in possession. The 
having in possession of any wild 
deer during the times and periods 
prohibited imthis act, or the hav- 
ing in possession at any time of 
any fawn shall be prima facie evi- 
dence in all courts and places of 
the fact that such wild deer or 
fawn is in possession unlawfully; 
provided, that this act shall not 
apply to deer killed on game pre- 
serves, the owners or lessees of 
which are licensed by the Board 
of Fish and Game Commissioners, 
or to deer coming from another 
State, which is properly tagged 
shows where the same was killed. 

This act shall take effect im- 
aie. 


Approved April 8, 1915. 





THE SPORTSMAN AS A POET 
By J. Western Warner 


There is no doubt that if the 
sporting magazines could afford 
space, and would print all the 


j ngle that is hurled at the editor, 
that nearly every good sportsman 
would in a short time begin to 
write rhyme, for during the closed 
season, and in the long Winter 
months, while you sit in front of 
the fireplace, ulling away at your 
old favorite briar, and dream of 
various camps, and sweet-scented 
forests and gurgling brooks, where 
the same wave of mountain air 
that brings the tinkle of the horse 
bell conve to your nose the 
aroma of frying bacon and _part- 
ridge breast, it is then your breast 
heaves with sentiment, and + 
mind is like the laughing brook, 
seems to follow the lines of the 
least resistance, and the chances 
are that if someone would slip a 
pencil between your trigger finger 
and thumb, and place a pad on 
your knee and say write, that it 
would sound something like this: 


Oh call me when breakfast is 
_ ready, _ : 
W wy = liver and onions are 
While a horse-wrangler’s curs- 
ing old Pedro, 
And my socks are all dried by 
the sun. 
In case this a to be 
Saturday night, your little 


verse sticks to you and keeps in- 
terrupting the sermon on Sunday 
morning, and on the way home a 
robin or squirrel should happen 
to chirp just once, I’ll bet by the 





time you reach home and lunch is 
being served, your thoughts will be 


far from consomme and olives, 
and as soon as you can excuse 
yourself you will be groping 


unconsciously among the sporting 
paraphernalia in the closet. Then, 


while you sit on the lounge, rub- 
bing “the old reliable” with an 
oiled rag, and the memory of 
gamboling over the last trophy 


steals over you, your pulse will 
quicken, and this is about what is 
running in your mind: 
Up and away at the dawn of day 
To the top of some far-off dome, 
Then back with the spread of a 
record head, 


To show the poor devils at 

home. 

All the week this last sonnet 
may stay by you. But if it is 
about the time of month for the 
current number of your sporting 
magazines to come, and you read 


with deepest interest the experi- 
ences of various brother sports- 
men, and it runs nay heavy to 
angling, along about Thursday or 
Friday evening, while dressing for 
lodge meeting, if your collar but- 
ton could talk and would tell, you 
are thinking this: 
High fly, dry fly, any old fly at all; 
Low fly, fluttering fly, no matter 
where you fall; 
I know a stream in ‘the mountains, 
Away from the din and the roar, 
Where you don’t have to dress for 
evening 
To be welcome along its shore. 


You work hard the remainder 
of the week and things aren’t 
moving just right: one of those 


weeks of business that makes one 
think, “Oh, what’s the use!” 
Saturday night, as you leave the 
office, as you step out into the 
fresh air, the little red devils are 
on the job again, and while you 
are hustling along to catch the 
next car, instead of reviewing the 
week’s business in your mind you 
are planning on next Fall’s hunt, 
where to go, and who to take; 
and by the time you enter the car, 
if you would just cut loose, this 
is about what the passengers would 
hear: 
Away to a land 
give a damn 
For doctor, insurance or press; 
Where I sleep on the ground 
With my things scattered ‘round; 
And there’s no blinds to pull while 
ress. 


TRAINING A CHESAPEAKE 
BAY PUPPY 


where I don’t 


Fiecp & Stream Pus. Co.: 


I would appreciate any informa- 
tion you could give me concerning 


the training of Chesapeake Bay 
pups for retrieving ducks. : 
hanking you for your kind 


favor, I am, — full 
Joun Woven. 
Ans.—Begin getting him accus- 
tomed to water this summer. Put 
him overboard from boat and let 
him swim after boat until he gets 
over being frightened at being in 
deep water. If he does not natur- 
ally retrieve sticks, etc., thrown in 
the water, teach him retrieving on 
land by ‘method in this month’s 
“Airedale, Setter and Hound” un- 
til he will jump in and fetch any- 
third thrown in the water.—Eb. 














PROTECT THE ADIRONDACK 
WILDS 


Natural American woodland has 
no more zealous defender than the 
Camp-Fire Club of America. From 
the club’s Committee on the Con 


servation of Forests and Wild 
Life the Evening World has re- 
ceived a letter expressing ‘full 


approval of a recent editorial on 
‘The Great North Woods.’ 

“The Camp-Fi ire Club,” the com- 
mittee declares, “is opposed to any 
commercialization of the Adiron- 
dack forests. We are opposed to 
the leasing of camp sites. We 
believe that the people of New 
York State are rich enough to 
own and appreciate a bit of real 
wilderness, where they can go and 
enjoy nature, both tree and an'mal, 
in natural surroundings, Central 
Park today has a valuation of 
fully ten times that of the entire 
Adirondack forest, both public and 
private, and yet there is not one 
who would dare suggest that we 
lease cottage sites around our 
Central Park lakes or place road 
houses along our park drives, and 
yet that is exactly what some peo- 
ple want to do with our Adiron- 
dacks. 

“We do not believe that any 
appreciable revenue can be derivea 
from the cutting of timber or 
leasing of camp sites in the Adir 
ondacks that would not ruin them 
as a natural wilderness. 

“The Camp-Fire Club of Amer 
ica wants to leave the Adirondack 
wilderness as it is and only sug- 
gests such slight amendments in 
the Constitution as will permit of 
the forest being better protected 
from the great fire menace, and 
as will permit of the building of 
such through State roads as may 
be necessary to give to the people 
easy and comfortable access to 
their own park. 

“As this subject of the amend- 
ing of the Constitution is dis 
cussed this Summer, and as the 
many pers for change are con- 


sidere we feel sure that the 
Evening World will stand solid 
against the turning over of this 


park to private interests in how- 
ever slight a degree.” 

The difficulty is this: The ma- 
jority who love the natural wilds 
cannot rally to defend them be- 
cause they do not always know 
the moment when danger threatens. 
It is. the lumbermen and “land 
development” interests who watch 
their chance to bring expert argu- 
ments to bear on Fhe nel and 
Constitution revisers at propitious 
moments. 

The will of the people of this 
State could be conveyed to the 
Constitutional Convention at AI- 
bany in five words: Let the State 


forest alone. — N. Y. vening 

World. 

FISH KILLED BY POLLUTION 
OF STREAM 


Fiecp & Stream Pus. Co.: 
The Cattaraugus Creek, border- 


ing the southern end of this 
county (Erie), is a natural spawn- 
ing creek for small mouth black 
bass. 

in the season a good number of 
bass are taken, but I fear that 


this will not continue long if the 
stream 1s polluted as much as it 
is now. 

At Gowanda there is a glue fac- 


tory and also a tannery. Every 
ence in a while, about twice a 
month, according to my belief, 
they empty their vats. There is 
a scum that rises to the creek’s 
surface for miles. The refuse 
coming from the tannery turns 


the creek a red that reminds one 
of the ore-colored harbor of Du- 
luth. I understand that it is prin- 
c:pally lime that comes from the 
glue factory. 

have been informed that there 
is a law against pollution of 
streams in this manner. The 
owners of the industries have been 
petitioned by the residents of 
Gowanda and vicinity and promises 
have been given that plants would 
be put in so that there would not 
be a repetition of the offense. 
This was years ago, and nothing 
has been done and conditions are 
worse, 

On the Ist inst. I took a canoe 
trip down the creek from Gowanda 
to the lake. We first not-ced this 
red water and scum at the top 
when we were camping about six 
miles below Gowanda and at about 
2 p.m. When we reached the lake, 
about twenty-five miles away, as 
the creek winds, the lake fisher- 
men were complaining. They 
said, “Look at the water. They 
must be doing something up at 
Gowanda again. Who can fish in 
this water?” 

I would deeply appreciate your 
courtesy if you will inform me 
as to the proper parties before 
whom a complaint should be laid. 
I would also like to know what is 
necessary to put a stop to this 
pollution at’ once. 

Outside of the mullets, suckers, 
catfish, etc., that seem to be 
poisoned by the chemicals turned 
into the creek and which float, 
half dazed, on the surface, we 
are afraid that it is killing off the 
bass. 

As remarked above, 
is a natural spawning place for 
black bass, and if it is free from 
pollution enough bass will be nat- 
urally raised here every year to 
save the State a good many 


this stream 


dollars in artificial propagation. 

fou undoubtedly are in a posi- 
tion to give me the necessary in- 
formation, and thanking you for 
same, I am 

. L. Lancaster. 

Ans.—Kindly take this up with 
the State Board of Health at Al- 
bany. We already have several 
similar cases under consideration 
by them.—Ep. 


BIRD REFUGES 
Warren B. Bullock 


A total of 14,100 acres in Wis- 
consin are now protected by the 
State game warden’s department 
as refuges fcr the wild birds 
native to this part of the country, 
according to the report of State 
Fish and Game Warden John A. 
Sholts. 

Under the laws of 1913, the 
State game warden was authorized 
to purchase and distribute game 
birds and eggs for breeding and 
propagation purposes. After thor- 
oughly investigating conditions in 
the State, it was decided that for- 
eign game birds would be a losing 
proposition, and that native birds 
should be protected. 

With the assistance of many 
private parties and the Audubon 
societies the following refuges for 
game and insectivorous birds were 
established: 


he Madison bird refuge, 6,000 
acres. 
Ripon bird refuge, 1,000 acres 


Kellog refuge at Janesville, 200 
acres. 

Oconomowoc refuge, 150 acres. 

Green Lake refuge, 1,500 acres. 

Marshfield refuge, 5,000 acres. 

Fox Lake refuge, 200 acres. 

At Green Bay, an incomplete 
refuge of fifty acres. 

Quail and partridges were plant- 
ed on some of these refuges. All 
farmers now know the value of 
insectivorous and seed-eating birds. 

Wild mallard ducks and other 
more common varieties were placed 
in the hands of competent farmers. 

The refuge that has created the 
most interest in Wisconsin is the 
game farm on the State forest 
reservation in Vilas County. This 
tract of approximately 320 acres 
lies between Allequash Lake and 
Trout Lake, two ideal summer re- 
sorts. The surface is high and 
rolling except where the stream 
that joins the two lakes passes 
through. This stream never 
freezes. The hardwood timber and 
underbrush of hazel and berry 
bushes shelter several nooks and 
gullies from the wind, making this 
beautiful farm ideal for the propa- 
gation of birds and animals. 

To protect the birds from 
wolves, foxes and other destruc- 
tive animals, and in order that 
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the park might hold deer, it was 
necesary to enclose it with a nine- 
foot wire fence. 

In the summer time of the last 
several years numerous fawns were 
captured by settlers who bought 
them from the State or turned 
them over to the game warden’s 
department to be disposed of. This 
last year twenty-four fawns were 
seized and nurtured until they 
were able to take care of them- 
selves, and then placed on the 
game farms. Eight full-grown 
deer, presented to the State by 
the street railway company of 
Wausau, were also put in the in- 
closure. 

“The partridge is the most beau- 


Field and Stream 


worms, army worms, white grubs, 
weevils, grasshoppers and thou- 
sands of noxious weed _ seeds 
should have a perpetual closed sea- 
son for odd services rendered. 

“Waterfowl were more plentiful 
in their northern flight last spring 
than for many previous years, but 
owing to the weather conditions 
the fall flight was scattering and 
shooting was not as good as for- 
merly. The excellent reports from 
the south point to a very good 
season in 1915. 

“The snipe and woodcock are 
two of our game birds shot mostl 
for sport, as they are too email 
to provide much lood The snipe 
is more widely disteibuted and is 








the bird-day observance was a com- 

xrehensive display of the different 
birds of the State by the Con- 
servation Commission of Louisiana. 
Over two hundred and fifty mount- 
ed specimens of the bird life of the 
State were mounted in realistic at- 
titudes by expert taxidermists. The 
largest department store in New 
Orleans donated a large center 
show-window, measuring 18 by 33 
feet, to the display, and the whole 
was converted into a ge Lou- 
isiana forest scene by the use of 
actual trees, shrubs, palmetto 
leaves, and hanging Spanish moss. 
The mounted birds were installed 
by the ornithologist of the com- 
mission, Stanley Clisby Arthur. 





EDUCATIONAL EXHIBIT OF THE WILD LIFE OF LOUISIANA BY THE CONSERVATION COMMISSION OF LOUISIANA 


tiful of all our game birds and 
the most sought after by our 
sportsmen,” says Game Warden 


Sholts in his report. “At the close 
of the 1914 season there were more 
partridges in the woods than at 
the close of any season for sev- 
eral years. I am pleased to report 
that through the good work of the 
wardens and the hearty co-opera- 
tion of the game clubs the sale 
and shipments of this bird have 
been reduced to a minimum. 

“Prairie chickens and grouse 
have increased rapidly in some sec- 
tions and have decreased accord- 
ingly in others. toga favorable 
nesting weather this ring the 
hunters may expect mee lent sport 
in 1915. 

“The farmer’s valuable little 
bird, the quail, that works so faith- 
fully. for the protection of his 
growing crops by killing the May 
beetle, cinch bug, cutworms, wire 


found in sufficient numbers to in- 
sure sport for many years. 

“The woodcock is in danger of 
extermination and should have a 
continued closed season for five 
years.” 

For the protection of these birds 
the refuges have been built. 


NATIVE LOUISIANA BIRDS 
SHOWN IN NEW ORLEANS 
ON “BIRD DAY” 


The State of Louisiana observed 
“Bird Day” this year on the an- 
niversary of the birth of John 
James Audubon, who was a native 
of that State, May 4th. Appropri- 
ate exercises were held in all of 
the public schools of the State and 
the pupils were told of the great 
naturalist’s life work and special 
pleas were made for the preserva- 
tion of the birds. 

In New Orleans the feature of 


On May 4th, many thousands of 
public school children attended and 
their teachers explained the various 
reasons for bird and other wild life 
conservation. The Conservation 
Commission on this day distributed 
copies of the Bird Day Bulletin to 
the children, together with Audu- 
bon Society leafiets. The newspa- 
_ of the city gave great pub- 
icity to the display and the de- 
partment store inserted half-page 
advertisements in the press, calling 
attention to the exhibit. The suc- 
cess of this display has been so 
marked that President M. L. Alex- 
ander, of the Conservation Com- 
mission, is arranging for a display 
of the same kind four times a year 
and will also send one on a tour 
of the State. The interest this ex- 
hibit has aroused will result, it has 
been predicted, in a better ‘observ- 
ance of the laws of the State in 
reference to wild life. 
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THE .32-40 H. V. CARTRIDGE 
Fietp & Stream Pus. Co.: 


In your reply to an inquiry 
which appeared on page 82 of your 
May number as to the value of 
the .32-40 high power rifle for all- 
around big game hunting, you 
gave this excellent rifle such scant 
justice as to suggest to my mind 
that there was some mistake on 
the part of your printer or perhaps 
some oversight or inadvertence. 

Your reply states that the .32-20 
is preferable to the .32-40 for 
deer, being nearly equal in power. 

Now the .32-20 throws 115 grains 
of lead with a velocity of 1325 
f. s. and a consequent energy of 
448 foot-pounds, while the .32-40 

P. throws 165 grains of lead 
with a velocity of 2065 f. s. and 
an energy of 1558 foot-pounds. 
It the gas-check bullet weighing 
174 grains be used, the energy is 
1646 foot-pounds. The two car- 


tridges can hardly be placed in 
the same class. 
Even the .32-20 H. P. has only 


686 foot-pounds of energy, con- 
siderably Tose than half the power 
of the .32-40 H. P. 

The .32-40 H. P. with gas-check 
bullet exceeds in power the .30-30 
and the .303 (except when the 
latter uses the 195-grain bullet). 
It is very accurate up to 500 yards, 
but at 600 yards occasionally key- 
holes at the target. 

Bullet .319247-110 grains with 
2.5 to 3 grains of Bullseye pow- 
der will shoot regularly into the 
same hole in the target at 50 feet 
or more. The same bullet_with 
8.5 grains of Schultze or E. C. 
shotgun powder develops almost 
as much speed as the .32-20, with 
more than 400 foot-pounds of vim, 
and has made a 4-inch group for 
me at 200 yards with muzzle and 
elbow rest and hunting sights. 

Mr. Crossman says the .32-40 
bullet is no wind-splitter; but that 
is one of the reasons I selected 
it for my all-around hunting rifle. 
With great accuracy and energy 
at hunting ranges, it peters out 
promptly beyond its proper range, 


500 yards, and does not shoot 
across the border into foreign 
countries. 

Altogether it is a bully all- 
around rifle and is powerful 
enough for anything in North 
America. 


R. Raymonp, 
Major, one of Engineers, 
United States Army. 

Ans.—We were comparing the 
-32-20 H. V. with the old .32-40 
black powder of 747 foot Ibs. 
energy, admittedly one of the best 
deer cartridges ever put out. The 
-32-20 H. excels it in useful- 
ness in that with 689 ft. Ibs. of 
energy it also can shoot the S. & 
W. .32 shorts for small game 
shooting.—Eb. 
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SMOKELESS POWDER FOR 
RIFLES 


By Edw. C, Crossman 
Part II 

Of course, many smokeless-pow- 
der rifles kick harder than black- 
powder rifles, but never is this true 
when they fire the same weight 
of bullet, are the same size in 
bore and have the same muzzle 
velocity. The smokeless-powder 
rifle kicks harder only when it 
is far more powerful, 2,000 feet- 
seconds for the same weight bul- 
let against, perhaps, 1,200 for the 
black-powder gun. 

Gases that are very hot are 
more elastic and capable of more 
work, hence both volume produced 
and temperature thereof govern 
the speed of the bullet driven out 
by them. As an indication of the 
enormous gas volume produced by 
a little powder, note that if you 
fire 15.5 grains of English cordite 
—sienlies to many of our American 
rifle powders—you evolve 1,253 cal- 
ories of heat and some 500 cubic 
inches of gas. 


In beautiful theory, therefore, 
the hotter your gases, and the 
more complete your combustion, 


the more work you get out of 
a given weight a your explosive. 

Unhappily, when smokeless pow- 
der is used in gun barrels, we have 
to “have a heart” for the steel 
thereof or else frequently buy gun 
barrels. The high temperature at 
which smokeless powder does its 
work, and the high speed and great 
pressure of the gases, conspire to 
present us in high-power rifles 
with the condition called erosion 
—the melting or washing away of 
the steel of the barrel. 

Recognizing this, then we have 
to consider the work done by the 
components of our modern smoke- 
less powder. Now, smokeless pow- 
der is a self-contained furnace, It 
burns up without any aid from the 
air, without the oxygen that ordi- 
nary, unadorned burning _sub- 
stances demand or go out. Pow- 
ders contain their own oxygen 
and burn up completely, regardless 
of whether there’s any air around 
or not. In turn, we find that the 
powders that contain enough oxy- 
gen completely to burn up evolve 
much more heat than do the pow- 
ders that don’t contain quite 
enough chemically. Thus they are 
more erosive or melting, and they 
become serious when we use large 
charges ,such as in army rifles, 
and when we desire to preserve 
our barrels for future reference 
through many thousand shots. 

Looking into the matter we find, 
first, that our nitroglycerine 
straight gives us a heat unit per 
cent of 1,652 calories, while gun- 
cotton, straight and unadorned, 
gives us 1,061 calories. If we 
mix the two in the proportion of 


some of our own powders—that is, 
30 per cent nitroglycerine and 70 
per cent guncotton—we find our 
heat unit to be 1,267. 

And as we know that this differ- 
ence in heat is shown us most 
graphically when looking through 
our barrels after a few thousand 
rounds—sometimes earlier than 
this—it would seem that the logi- 
cal powder would be the one con 
taining no nitroglycerine at all, 
even though it had a trifle less 
capacity for work—gases cooler 
and less elastic. 

This is precisely what _ the 
United States Government did in 
1906 in working out the new 
cartridge for the new Springfield. 
The taboo was sternly put on any 
powder containing nitroglycerine— 
and from then to this writing the 
powder for the rifles of the United 
States army, navy, marines and 
militia is pure guncotton, 

The reason for the naughty, hot 
disposition of atepecnee is 
this: In its chemical makeup it 
has sufficient oxygen molecules to 
unite with all the carbon and make 
up CO2 or carbon dioxide. There 
is no part of its gases that could 
be burned farther. 

Guncotton, on the other hand, 
has not enough oxygen in its make- 
up to take care of all the hungry 
carbon, and part of the gas evolved 
is incomplete in its burning or car- 
bon monoxide, J Naturally 
enough, if this gas can be burned 
still farther, the barrel has lost 
something of the heat that might 
otherwise be present, the gases are 
cooler, and, joyfully, the erosion is 
less. 

The flarebacks that caused such 
disastrous explosions in the tur- 
rets and handling-rooms of some 
of our battleships were due to 
the fact that the powder, a gun- 
cotton product, did not burn com- 
pletely to CO2, or carbon dioxide, 
which is the harmless stuff we ex- 
hale a few hundred times a day, 
but formed instead volumes of 
“fire-damp,” carbon monoxide, an 
explosive gas. When the great 
breech-blocks were swung open and 
a current of air rushed into the 
guns, the gas remaining in the bar 
rel took fire and the blast of flame 
rushed out the breech and set 
fire to the powder in the turret. 

Now, the breech-block cannot be 
opened until a great jet of com- 
pressed air has been’ driven 
through the gun, driving out all 
the gas sulking inside and waiting 
for a chance to ignite. 

Inasmuch as the hotter the gases 
are, the more work and the more 
elasticity they show, our pure gun- 
cotton powder does not perform the 
work in pushing out the bullet that 
the nitroglycerine product does, 
breech pressures being alike in 
both cases. So, if we have a fixed 
pressure that we cannot exceed, we 
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get higher velocities from the nitro- 
glycerine powders than we do from 
the guncotton. Also we get ero- 
sion, and this is more serious than 
a small loss of velocity or work 
capacity on the part of the cooler- 


burning powder. ee 
Another great objection to the 
mixed powders of the old cordite 


type, still used in the British 
service and by some of our makers 
of cartridges for sporting rifles, is 
their sensitiveness to heat. Ma- 
kers of cordite cartridges for use 
in big-game shooting in India or 
Africa deliberately remove a few 
grains from the standard charge 
to compensate for the higher pres- 
sures resulting from the hot cli- 
mates of those countries. This 
sort of thing would be a pretty 
kettle of fish were troops sent in 
there with modern rifles of the 
Springfield class, with pressures al- 
ready high as safety would permit 
in the cooler climate of home, Our 
own Springfield is on the border 
line, ittle increase in its cham- 
ber pressure can be allowed with- 
out trouble. Did our troops have 
to take rifles like these, but using 
cordite, into a hot climate, they 
would come to grief. 

The British have carried cordite- 
using rifles into the hottest cli- 
mates—but these are the old .303 
rifles with chamber pressures very 
low, down below the 40,000-pound 
mark, and they could stand a rise 
in pressure without trouble to the 
rifle and the case. 

Luckily our pyro powder not 
only keeps better than cordite, but 
it is insensitive to heat so far as 
any ordinary change in temperature 
is concerned. 

Without any doubt we’ve the 
edge on European makers in rifle 
powders, just as the English have 
sometimes had the edge on us in 
shotgun powders. In our tubular 
powders, and particularly in our 
pyrocellulose, now prepared for 
any rifle cartridge in the world, 
we have a smokeless powder far 
beyond the best of the European 
makers. 

The tubular grain common to 
all American rifle powders is one 
of the triumphs of Yankee pow- 
der-making, and something that is 
thus far avoided by the foreign 
powder-maker. Our own makers 
hint that the reason is, perhaps, 
that to get this tiny hole through 
the center of the grain requires 
a powder of the utmost purity, a 
trouble to which the foreign ma- 
ker is not prepared to go, 

Be that as it may be, when the 
final stage of a lot of American 
rifle powder is reached, the pasty 
mass is driven out of a tiny die 
under pressure. Set in the cen- 
ter of the hole of this die is a 
tiny needle, and so when the long 
tube of powder crawls out, the 
needle makes a hole right ‘down 
through the middle of the tube, 
so it is in reality a powder pipe. 
Then the tube is cut up into grains 
of fixed length, the grains are 
graphited, and the stuff is ready. 

The reason for this hole in the 
finished grain—which is, of ys 
a piece of a tube—is this: As the 
grain of powder ordinarily burns, 
the surface grows smaller. As 


the burning surface grows smaller, 
it naturally throws off gas at a 
This happens at a 


slower rate. 


time when 
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just the’ opposite is 
needed—when the bullet has 
moved forward and the room in 


the chamber has increased and the 
pressures have fallen. 

But, if you start a fire inside 
a hollow tree, as the burning pro- 
gresses the burning surface grows 
larger instead of smaller. So, 
likewise, the hole in each grain 
of American powder. The flash 
sets the grain afire within as well 
as without, and as the hole burns 
larger and the surface increases, 
it offsets the shrinking that takes 
place on the outside of the grain. 

The German gets around this by 
using a flat grain, like the bits 
of “Sen-Sen” we used to see. He 
then coats each grain with a sub 
stance that restrains the burning, 
and so keeps up his pressures by 

holding back the burning of pow- 
der until its gas is urgently need- 
ed. But he gets irregular burn- 
ing and inaccuracy and generally 
unsatisfactory results with this 
coated powder grain. Vever was 
there a German ,high-powder car- 
tridge made that could go on a 
machine rest and make groups like 
the best of the Yankee made 1906 
or Government new Springfield 
cartridge. 

And, while the German product 
keeps badly and is sensitive to 
heat, the pyro of the Yankee ma- 
ker keeps splendidly and shoots 
just the same, whether you heat 
it up first or not. Our Govern- 
ment pyro is a triumph of Ameri- 
can powder-making, just as the 
1906 cartridge is the finest car- 
tridge for accuracy, reliability and 
keeping qualities of the world’s 
cartridge list. 

The cordite of the British serv- 
ice is apparently the most clumsy 
powder to load that was ever 
evolved. It comes in flat strips, 
cut just the length of the powder 
chamber of its cartridge. Each 
cartridge of the service .303 Brit- 
ish rifle contains forty or fifty of 
these strips. Of course, you could 
no more throw them into the shell 
from a measure than you could 
fly; they are not grains but sticks, 
two inches or so long. 

In practice they are loaded into 
the case before it is necked down 
—while it is a straight cylinder, 
like a shotgun shell. When the 
fagot of sticks has been neatly 
packed in and a wad set down 
on the said fagot, then the case 
is necked down to the proper size 
for the .303 bullet. 

(To be continued.) 


SINGLE VS. DOUBLE GUNS 
By Paul A. Curtis, Jr. 


There have been so many re- 
quests from time to time for advice 
as to which is the better, a single- 
or double-barrel gun, that I have 
been led to believe that an article 
on the subject would be of interest 
to our readers. 

There is undoubtedly not suffi- 
cient cause one way or the other 
to call either type the better, as the 
advantage lies not so much in the 
fact that one type has a single 
barrel and the other type two, but 
the various methods of construc- 
tion adopted to acquire the best 
practical results in both cause a 
varied difference in the results at- 
tained when in use. Consequently 





each has its advantages and disad- 
vantages. These I shall endeavor 
to point out and leave it to the 
purchaser to decide which he be- 
lieves would best suit his indi- 
vidual tastes. 

Undoubtedly a single-barrel gun 
is the quickest to align on a tar- 
get, as it is unquestionably easier 
for the eye to sight down one 
barrel than between two. This is 
the reason why they are so popular 
among trap-shooters, I have had 
many good pigeon shots tell me 
that they could shoot from 10 to 
20 per cent better with a single- 
barrel gun than they could with 
a double, as it is easier to judge 
accurately the lead necessary to 
connect with rapidly crossing ob- 
jects with a single barrel. For 
instance, most shooters will gen- 
erally make their allowance of lead 
with a double gun from the near 
barrel to the bird. If a bird is 
rapidly crossing from the left to 
the right, forty yards from the 
gun, and you make the proper al 
lowance and hit it with the right 
barrel, and if you should make 
the same amount of allowance on 
another bird, under the same con- 
ditions and use the left barrel, you 
may shoot behind the bird. If the 
line is carried out forty yards 
from the muzzle of the gun the 
difference in allowance will be 
found to be considerable. 

Old sportsmen often acquire the 
habit of shooting the left barrel 
at birds passing from the right to 
the left and vice versa, as they 
then give a greater lead to their 
mark. 

It is hardly necessary to further 
consider the single-shot, single 
barrel gun, for whereas they are 
unquestionably the best for the 
work for which they are intended— 
trap-shooting—and have all the ele- 
gance of proportion and balance 
of the double gun, few sportsmen 
care to handicap themselves with 
the serious disadvantage of noc 
having a second shot to fall back 
upon when in the field. 

A point in favor of the repeat- 


ing gun is that, due to the re- 
ceiver or long frame, which is 
about six inches in length, the 


sighting plane is much longer than 
on a double-barrel gun with the 
same length of barrel. 

Most of our best shots generally 
use long barrels, not because ot 
their supposed greater killing ra- 
dius (which, in these days of 
smokeless powder, is to a great 
extent a fallacy), but because of 
the tremendous advantage in ac- 
curacy of the long sighting plane. 

Stephen Grant, one of the great- 
est gunmakers of the immediate 
past, always refused to make short- 
barreled guns for his clients. He 
would not make 26-inch barrels 
for the above mentioned reason, 
and seldom made 28-inch barrels; 
always recommending 30 inch 
length, 

A repeater with a 26-inch barrel 
has a sighting plane as long as 
a 30-inch barrel double gun, and 
a repeater with a 34-inch barrel, 
such as the writer used for a 
number of years at the trap, has 
a sighting plane of 38 inches. But, 


of course, for practical shooting 
such a long gun is out of the 
question, 


One bad point in the single- 

















barrel gun usually is that they 
are extremely light in the muzzle, 
and the shorter the barrel is the 
more noticeable is this lightness. 
For a man who swings rapidly 
or jerks his gun up quickly on 
the mark this is a serious disad 
vantage, as it makes it extremely 
difficult for him to hold steadily 
on the mark. The extra amount 
of metal at the muzzle in a double 
gun makes it heavier at this point 
and consequently it can be held 
much sandler. 

Some time ago I had the pleas- 
ure to shoot Dr. Carver’s old pig- 
eon-gun, which was made specially 
for him by W. W. Greener. Dr. 
Carver shot with this gun all over 
the world and his records are fa- 
mous. 

The barrels of this gun are fully 
one-thirty-second of an inch thicker 
at the muzzle than the tubes of 
any other gun that I ever han- 
dled. It certainly seemed to me 
to be far too muzzle-heavy; but it 
was remarkable how steady it could 
be held on a fast-flying bird. 

The demand for a gun with a 
single sighting plane that will al- 
low two shots, together with good 
balance and appearance, has led 
some of the foremost makers of 
England, including Lang, Westly- 
Richards and Grant, to produce re- 
cently a double- barrel gun with 
superimposed barrels. These guns 
are commonly called “over and 
under” guns and have attracted 
considerable attention in the gun 
world 

The advantages claimed for such 
a gun are that the vertical joining 
of the barrels places the shells in 
a direct line with the center of 
the butt-plate and the recoil is 
carried back on a_ straight line 
instead of giving the side thrust, 
as in a double gun of the aocnney 
style, thus lessening the recoi 
The depth of the fore end neces- 
sary on such a gun also keeps the 
left hand out of sight, and the 
quick single sighting plane is nat- 
urally acquired, 

This type of gun presents con- 
siderable difficulty in securing a 
proper locking system, due to the 
peculiar mechanical construction, 
and many of them have proved 
weak in this respect, consequently 
they have only been made at a 
cost that is prohibitive to the 
average sportsman. 

.I have examined many “over and 
under” guns and found them all 
rather wanting in balance and un- 
handy to carry in the field. Also 
they have another disadvantage; 
namel that they always shoot 
first the upper and then the lower 
barrel, which does not give the 
shooter the choice of his open or 
choke barrel first if he has them 
based differently, as most sports- 
men would for field shooting. 
This, to the writer’s mind, is one 
of the greatest drawbacks of a 
single-barrel gun, as a man must 
be satisfied to use either a full 
choke or a cylinder all the time. 

Lastly, in regards to the “over 
and under.” All that I have seen 
have been far too heavy, due to 
the ponderous breech, to carry 
around in the field. 

In all fairness, however, we 
must remember that the double- 
barreled gun has been going 
through a process of evolution for 
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over a century, whereas the re- 
peater is a comparatively new idea. 
And undoubtedly in time the re- 
peater will reach a state ot per- 
tection close to that of the double. 


UNKEL DAVID’S LETTER 
Dere Felde and Streme.— 

To rite a letter wunst a munth 
wood not be extry strenyoowus tor 
a man ot mi undowted mage 
noilidj, An ower at the tipe.. « 
abowt toar (4) smawil drinx on of 
a bottel, & the je-b wood be fin.sht. 
You ott to see me when inspeia- 
shuns are coming im buntches & 
l am running tne masheen with 
boath hands, tutch sistim & third 
spead, & mevbby whissling & beeting 
time with boath fete, while Sar 
An redes me extrax trom the ad- 
vertissmints of a deepartmint stoar. 
Whitch, as 1 sed be4, the meer 
riting of so menny columns is what 
the rrentch wood cawl a baggytel. 
The trubbel is doo hully to the 
ressyprossity treety betwixt mi seif 
& the Eddytur—whitch stippylates 
that I shell maix at leest one 
komplementerry menshun of sed 
Eddytur per eech letter. Sutch a 
rewl is a grait help to the immajjy- 
nashun, but sum times it gits a 
felloe in a hoal—bekos there never 
was a Eddytur hoo you can say 
knise thingz abowt as offen as 
wunst a munth. There is sum 
thing abowt maggyzeen work 
whitch maiks a man kold bludded, 
& moar in the noshun of chuk- 
king gass bumbs or Jerman hash- 
brown srapnel shellz, than of dis- 
tribbiting bokays of Seesul Broo- 
ner rozes & swete peez. But the 
subjikt is too moarnful for fur- 
ther diskushun. 

Me & Sar An have just selly- 
brated owr burthday. She was 
born in Aprile & me in Jooli ten 
(10) years befoar, & we splitt the 
diffrunse & maik one day doo for 
boath, Sar An_ yoozyoily speeks 
a peese & | rite a littel poim, 
like that whitch folloes: 

“Us two (2) are sixty (60), you 

_& me— 

Owr aije we doo not show it— 
& what’s the odds how old we be 
If uther fokes dont knoe it? 

I meat a thowsand mades eech day 

Hooz smyle is swete as hunny, 
& Sar An—tho a trifel gray— 

Sees pinhed doods with munny; 
But eech to eech we’re awl in awl, 

Tho bawld in spotz & toothless, 
& doo not trembel at the cawl 

Of old aije, grimm & roothless. 
Soe let us kill the fattid kaff, 

& see that thoze Eejipshuns 
Dig up their dollar & a haft 

or Felde & Streme subskrip- 

shuns.” 


I shood have menshund befoar 
that we are now lokated in Eejipp, 
whitch is a subbub of Cheecawgo 
& as near to Kayro as it is saif 
for a onnist man to bee if he 
is ded broak. Kayro is a steem- 
bote town with a reppytashun for 
erly watter melluns & draw poaker, 
& is hully surrownded by Miz- 
zoory, Illinoy & Kentucky. Evry 
uther man is a forriner & knoes 
whitch way to run too when he 
gits six (6) bitts ahed of the 
gaim. Moastly ne lay for wat- 
termelluns & pa en they git 
down to ten (10 ouute per eech. 
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Yore unkel now has abowt haff 
a_karlods to his creddit—soe I 
will continyoo in klose kommoon- 
yun with theez dere peepul till I 
can likwydait there on. Meen time 
I am sirkullating a pettishun to 
inklood katfish under the Fedderel 
burd law—the saim beeing insekt 
iverus tho not strikly a song burd, 
awlsoe mygertory, & shood not be 
caut indiskriminit like they be at 
prezzent. The katfish is abowt the 
soal form of wild life hooze 
ploomij duzzent appeel to the mil 
linerry traid. Horny on three (3) 
diffrent expoazyers & reddy to bite 
if you stik yore finger in its 
mowth, it is utherwize innersent & 
withowt gile, & shood be alowd to 
— itself in evry krik & 


Its pertekshun is deemanded soe 
far by me & Sar An & abowt fotty 
(40) uthers, & shood be ajjytated 
by the grate reelijus maggyzeen 
eddytoarially & utherwize. Yeu can 
attrakt attenshun by yoozing a life- 
size phottygraff of a hunderd (100) 
pownd katfish in munthly full-paje 
installmints—beginning at whitch 
ever end you pleeze. Awl hale 
to the jentel katfish, the cheef per- 
vider to owr foarfathers in their 
erly struggels! The passinjer pijjen 
perisht; the bull buffalow bellerd & 
was no moar; but still & ever yet 
—as the poit sed—an uther katfish 
was holding the foart underneeth 
the willers, reddy to be kookt with 
the dride punkin when the preech- 
er come. Awlwais there was littel 
kats for the sorrerful yooth hoo 
coodent go to Sundy Skool but 
wunst a day 

Kanzaz a Indyanny have the 
buffalow on their stait seels, but 
the katfish shood be on awl, with 
the inskripshun: “‘When I bite, 
you've got me grabbed.” There 
ain’t no munky bizness abowt a 
katfish. He ain’t pertikler as 
trowt. A chawk line on a fense 
rale looks as up-to-dait as a ate (8) 
ownce rod & fansy takkel, & his 
appytite is incloosive—saim as yore 
oan when you hit a free luntch 
cownter. A fish whitch must be 
cawt with a artifishel fly is too 
eetheeryel to fry itself withowt 
greess. 

Sar An & me ekspekt to rekwest 
bids from spoarting goods howzez 
for a full kamp owtfit, tent in- 
kooded, whitch we shell yooze in 
kase of war with sum forrin nay- 
shun. Owr idee is to git rite 
in the middel of the biggest thikket 
we can find stay putt till peess 
is konkluded, Jest now I am giv- 
ing instrukshun in war taktiks to 
a speshul klass, whitch inkloodes 
stealing chikkens & grabbling po- 
tatoze owt of the hill by moonlite. 
Sum of the best peepul are enthoo- 
ziastik skollers, & show awlmost 
profeshunal appytood in owr prak- 
tiss manoovers. One poopil of 
grait promiss was shot in a unyun 
patch last nite, but is app to re- 
kooperate if we can git him owt 
of jale. I woodent be undooly 
optymistik, but this idee of owr 
nashunal unpreepairedness is awl 
a mistaik when a simpul plummer 
& steem-fitter can kwallyfy in the 
war gaim the sekkund lesson. 
Ejjykashunal hits along the lines 
sujjested above, will be welkum 
from the Eddytur & uther compe 
tent instrukters 

Yores trulie, Unxet Davin. 


. 
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NEW YORK ATHLETIC CLUB 


The tenth annual contest for 
the amateur championship of 
America, one of the most im- 
portant tournaments of the year, 
was staged at Travers Island, on 
April 30 and May 1. The attend- 
ance was good and included shoot- 
ers from all parts of the country. 
On the first day the 114 entrants 
included the best of the Eastern 
amateurs, a few Southern cracker- 
jacks, and some from the West. 
Weather conditions were not of 
the best, rain and fog making it 
difficult to see the targets, and a 
strong wind affecting the flight, 
and keeping the shooters guessing 
a good part of the time. Four 
traps were used, and at each one 
the contestant was up against a 
different proposition. Lloyd R. 
Lewis, of Atglen, Pa., was in 
charge of arrangements, and in 
order to equalize conditions as 
much as possible, he inaugurated a 
plan somewhat similar to the sec- 
tion system in vogue at the 
Grand American. The first squad, 
with W. G. Allen at No. 1 peg, 
started on trap 1, followed by 
squads 5, 9, 13, 17 and 21. Squad 
No. 2, with George D. Porter at 
the first position, sens on trap 2, 
with squads 6, 10, 14, 18 and 22 
following; E. L. Bartlett, first man 
in squad 3, started things at trap 
3, with squads 7, 11, 15, 19 and 23 
following; on trap 4, R. L. Spotts 
started in squad 4, and squads 8, 
12, 16 and 20 followed. Each 
squad moved on to the next tra 
when an _ event was finished. 
Charles A. North was in charge of 
the traps and roved a_ very 
efficient aid to Manager Lewis. 
The preliminary event at 200 tar- 
gets was an interesting contest, 
the competition being keen for the 
honors and the five gold watches, 
with the N. Y. A. Club’s emblem, 
the winged foot, inlaid in enamel, 
on the case. At the halfway post, 
George L. Lyon (Chief Bull Dur- 
ham), of Durham, N. C., was in 
the lead with 95, and was shooting 
in fine form. Richardson, 
Dover, Del., was tied for second 
place with L. Spots on 93. In 
the last century, Richardson got 
busy and smashed 97, going out 
with an unfinished run of 85. Lyon 
also improved on_ his half-way 
score and nosed Richardson out of 
first place by a single target, 191 
to 190. Rickerdeon fought an up- 
hill race. In the fifth string Lyon 
was five targets ahead; the end of 
the sixth round his lead was cut to 
four, and in the seventh string 
Richardson gained another target, 
cutting the margin to three. he 
last string was Richardson’s by 


two targets, making his total score 
only one less than Lyon’s. 

In the last half of the race, 
R. L. Spotts, winner of last year’s 
preliminary and amateur cham- 


pionship, duplicated his score made 
in the first century, finishing in 
third place on 186. J. L. Snow, of 
the Boston Athletic Association, 
was fourth with 185, and A. 
Burns, of the N. Y. Athletic Club, 
fifth with 184. The five gold 
watches were won by the above 
in the order named. An extra 
feature on opening day was the 
second half of the annual inter- 
club team match between the N. 
Athletic Club and the Boston Ath- 
letic Association. _ The first leg 
was shot over the *B. A. A. traps 
at Riverside, and was won by the 
Bostons, but they failed to repeat 
here, the New York team winning 
with a score of 1783 to 1694. Ten 
men on each team; 200 targets 
per man. G. L. Lyon was high 
on the New York team with 191; 
R. L. Spotts second with 186. 
J. R. Snow headed the Bean 
Eaters with 185; Jay Clarke, Jr., 
next with 183. The second teams 
of the two organizations also faced 
the traps, the New Yorkers win- 
ning 1649 to 1433. C. J. Stein 
and A. J. McManus headed the 
New Yorks with 173 and 172 re- 
spectively. Kidder was at 
the head of the Bostons with 162, 
and L. B. Flint second with 159. 
The weather on the second day 
was fine. The wind had blown 
itself out, and although rain was 
threatened in the morning, before 
noon the sun was shining. The 
attendance was increased, 143 
amateurs facing the traps. The 
feature of the day was the ama- 
teur target championship event at 
200 targets. This was won by 
George L. Lyon on a score of 192, 
duplicating the record made by 
Spotts last year. The race was a 
hot one. At the —_ of the sec- 
ond event ( ets) A. L. 
Chamberlain, New ~~ Conn., 
and C. H. Newcomb, the Philadel- 
phia crack, were in "the lead with 
4 each; G. L. Lyon Allen Heil, 
A. Staples, S enior, C. 
* Stone and J. H. Hendrickson 
48 each; E. andall and W. M. 
Foord 47 each. The end  § the 
third event found Chamberlain and 
Newcomb dividing first place with 
Staples and Hendrickson on 73 
each; Lyon alone in second place 
with 72, and Conley, Randall, 
Snow, Senior and Van Stone 71 
each. In the fourth event Lyon 
went straight and finished with 
97; Chamberlain, Newcomb and 
Conley second with 96 each; Rich- 
ardson, Snow, Senior and Hen- 
drickson 94 each. Randall was in 
fourth place with Staples on 93. 
The end of the fifth round found 
Lyon and Conley tied for first 
place on 121; Newcomb second 
with 120; Chamberlain third with 
118; Randall, Richardson, Foord 
and Senior 117 each; Snow and 
Staples 116 each, and A. Heil, Van 
Stone and Hendrickson 115 ‘each. 


In the sixth round (150 targets) 
Lyon went to the front with a 
total of 145, two targets ahead of 
Newcomb, who was second with 
143; Chamberlain, Randall and 
Richardson 142 each; Conley and 
Snow 141; Senior 140; A. Heil, 
Foord and Staples 139; Van Stone 
138, and Hendrickson 137. In 
the seventh string Lyon main- 
tained his lead, going out with 
169; Newcomb dropped from sec- 
ond to third place with 166; 
Chamberlain advanced from third 
to second place with 167; Conley 
and Randall 165 each; Richardson, 
Snow and Heil 154 each; Foord 
and Senior 162 each; Van Stone 
161; Staples and Hendrickson 160 
each. Phe leaders finished the 
last Py in the same order: 
Lyons first with 192; Chamberlain 
190; C. H. Newcomb and A. 
Conley 189; E. A. Randall 188: 
A. B. Richardson, J. L. Snow, 
Allen Heil (Allentown, Pa.) 187 
each; W. M. Foord, Wilmington, 
Del, and A. L. Burns, of the 
Larchmont Yacht Club, who came 
to the front with 96 out of the 
last 100 targets, were next with 
186 each. Ten prizes were given 
in this event by the N. Y. Ath- 
letic Club, all watch fobs; the first 
having a large diamond besides the 
club’s emblem studded with dia- 
monds and rubies, and the other 
-_ being set with sapphires. 
L. Lyon won first, A. L. Cham- 
ferlain second; A. E. Conley and 
C. H. Newemob shot off the tie 
for third and fourth at 25 targets, 
the latter winning with a score of 
24 to 21; E. A. Randall won 
fifth; Allen Heil, J. L. Snow and 
A. B. Richardson shot off for 
sixth, seventh and eighth prizes, 
Richatdson winning sixth with 25 
straight; the others tying again 
on 24. The second shoot-off gave 
seventh to Snow and eighth to 
Heil on scores of 24 and 22; 
W. Foord and A. L. Burns shdt 
off for ninth and tenth, the for- 
mer winning with 24 to 22, and 
taking ninth, Burns getting tenth. 
Former winners of the champion- 
ship are: 1905, John H. Hendrick- 
son, Jamaica, L. I., 94 out of 
100. 1906, + M. Foord, Wil- 
mington, Del., 1907, Edward 
Gleason, ‘some Mass., 95. 
1908 and 1909, George S. Mc- 
Carthy, Philadelphia, Pa., 96 and 
98. 1910, no contest. 1911, Harry 
W. Kahler, Philadelphia, Pa -» 1738 
out of 200. 1912, B. M. Higgin- 
son, Jr., Newburg, N. 185. 
1913, C. H. Newcomb, Philadel- 
phia, Pa., 179. 1914, Ralph L. 
Spotts, New York, 188. The long 
run trophy, a_gold medal, was 
won by A. B. Richardson, with a 
run of 131. George Lyon won 
high average with a total score of 
383 out of 400 for the two days 
The interstate team champions ip 
event had six entries, and was 
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won by the _ Independent o 
Club, of Philadelphia; C. H. New- 
comb, 189; A. B. Richardson, “187; 
Allen Heil, 187; Wm. M. Foord, 
186; Jesse cS Griffith, 178, total 
927. The team of the N. Y. Ath- 
letic Club was runner-up with a 
score of 922. Bridgeport (Conn.) 
Gun Club, 917; Portland (Me.) 
Gun Club, "884; Maryland Countr 
Club, Baltimore, Md., 873; Smit 
Gun Club, Newark, N. 7: 871. 
Each member of the winning team 
received a gold watch fob studded 
with diamonds, and those of the 
second team secured gold medals. 


OREGON STATE CHAMPION- 
SHIP 


L. Rayburn, of Portland, won 
the amateur championship of the 
State on a score of 98 out of 100 
at the State tournament given 
under the auspices of the Port- 
land Gun Club. There were 58 
shooters in attendance during the 
two-days’ shoot. P. O’Brien, 
of Portland, and J. A. Dague, of 
Tacoma, tied for second on 96, 
the former winning the shoot-off. 
F. VanAtta 95; A. R. Wilson 93; 
F. Templeton and Charles Leith 
92 each, finishing in the order 
named. On the entire program 
of 400 targets, the amateurs were 
headed by F. W.. Troeh 382; 
J. W.. Seavey 378; F. Vand Atta 
374. Professionals, H. E. Poston 
386; L. H. Reid 384; F. C. Riehl 


OKLAHOMA STATE 
TOURNAMENT 

The shoot was held on the Fair 
Grounds at McAlester, the events 
being run off over three traps. 
Good weather prevailed, and the 
sport was witnessed by a large 
attendance of men and women. 
J. A. Campbell won the State ama- 
teur championship event on a score 
of 99 out of 100, breaking the 
first 96 straight. W. M. Homer, 
of Krebs. was runner-up on a 
score of 98; W. M. Hite, J. W. 
Walker, W. H. Wilson 96 each; 
7. ve and W. Clark 95 
each. S. A. Huntley was the star 
performer of the tournament, drop- 
ping but five targets in the two 
days’ program at 400 targets. He 
went straight in the championship 
event at 100 targets, was high gun 
on the first day with 197, and on 
the second day with 198; he made 
two runs of 136 and 114, the lat- 
ter still unfinished at the close of 
the shoot. J. A. Campbell, W. M. 
Lambert and Hood were second 
high amateurs for the two days 
with 384 each; A. W. Clark 383. 
The professional class had E 
O’Brien and Spencer at the head 
with 886 each. The long run of 
the tournament was made by 
W. M. Lambert, 142; A. W. Clark 
broke 106 straight, and-runs of 50 
and 100 were quite numerous. In 
the State championship event, 
Homer and Campbell were tied on 
80 straight at the close of the 
fourth round, the latter dropping 
his 97th target, and the latter 
missing two in the last 20. It was 
a close and interesting race from 
start to finish. 


PENNSYLVANIA STATE 
TOURNAMENT 


The annual tournament of the 
Pennsylvania State Sportsmen’s 


— a 


Association was held at Milton, 
May 18 to 21. There was an 
average attendance of 110 shoot- 
ers on each of the regular days. 
On Practise Day, in five 20-target 
events, L. D. Willis was high ama- 
teur with 96; F. aay ng 3 Fs 
E. H. Adams-95 each. L. S. Ger- 
man, who has recovered A the 
effects of the accident of a few 
ee = ag oe was high professional 
with a M. Hawkins 97, and 

B. "heen 96. The program 
on the first and second days was 
the same, five 15 and five 20-target 
events, a total of 175 targets; on 
the third day five 20-target events, 
and a merchandise handicap event 
at 100 targets. H. Newcomb 
was high amateur on opening day 
with 168; W. H. Behm and A. 
Heil 167 each; F. S. Bender and 
W. Miller 166 each. W. B. Dar- 
ton was high “pro” with 170; Neaj 
Apgar 169, and L. S. German 166. 
The State two-men team champion- 
ship race at 50 singles and 10 
pairs of doubles was won by the 
Harrisburg team No. 1, Martin 
60, Worden 66, total 126. The 
State championship at doubles (25 
pairs) was won by 5. Behm, 
Esterly, with 44; A. Heil, W. 
Speiser, Worden and ‘John- 
son, 42 each. In the regular 
events of the second day F. Bull- 
meyer was high amateur with 171; 
of . Newcomb 170; F. Side: 
botham 169. High professionals, 
. S. German 170; A. A. Somers 
167. In the Interstate Associa- 
tion’s Amateur State champion- 
ship event the seven trophies were 
won by the following, after shoot- 
ing otf ties, and -. the order 
named. 8B. Teats, Northumber- 
land (State champion), 97; ° 
Sidebotham, Philadelphia (runner- 
up), 97; F. Calhoun 96; E. H. 
Adams 96; L. A. Miller 96; W. H. 
Stroh 96; D. W. Baker 96. The 
three-men team race was won by 
the Bradford Gun Ciub_ team: 
A. W. Vernon 46; C. D. Hemline 
49; R. S. VanNette 47, total 142. 
On the third day C. i” Newcomb 
was high in the 100 targets with 
99; J] B. Fontaine, W. Miller and 
A. Hickman 98 each; A. Fink 97. 
The professionals were headed by 
L. S. German and A B. Darton 
with 99 each; J. Hawkins 98. 
The Independent Club team 
No. 2, of Philadelphia, won the 
State four-men team champion- 
ship: A. Fink 40; H. E. Perry 
39; Sidebotham 39; C. H. New- 
comb 40, total 158. The merchan- 
dise handicap event had a good 
entry, A. L. Lewis being high 
amateur with 96 from 18 yards; 
W. Miller second with 93 from 
20 yards. 


KANSAS STATE TOURNAMENT 


The State tournament held at 
Pratt was one of the largest shoots 
ever held in the State. The pro- 
gram called for 200 targets on 
each of the two days. The Ama- 
teur State Championship event was 
won by H. C. Hood, of Pitts- 
burg, with 95. R. Ainsworth was 
runner-up, and won the second 
trophy, after shooting off a tie on 
94 with S. Arnold, who took 
third trophy. B. F. Simonds, 
George Grubb and H. Whitney 
won fourth, fifth and sixth trophies 
after shooting off a tie on 98. P. 


Cairns captured the seventh trophy 
with 92. High amateurs for the 
two days were: C. Blount 375; 
G. Grubb 370; R. Ainsworth 367, 
and F. Luther 366. The profes- 
sionals finished with Ed. O’Brien 
at the top on 379; H. C. Keefe 
370; D. W. Bovee 364; H. N 
Kirby 363. The 1916 tournament 
goes to Emporia. 


WASHINGTON STATE SHOOT 


The annual tournament was held 
at Seattle under the auspices of 
the Seattle Trap Shooters Asso- 
ciation, and was the most success 
ful State shoot ever held in the 
State. E. J. Chingren, of Spo- 
kane, won the Interstate Associa- 
tion’s Amateur State Champion- 
ship event, after shooting off a tie 
on 99 with Frank Troeh, of Van 
couver. The former broke 40 
straight in the two shoot-offs, to 
Troeh’s 39; a close race, and an 
exciting one. The piogram was 
at 150 targets each day, total 300 
targets. P. O’Brien and L. Ray- 
burn were high amateurs on the 
first day with 146 each; L. E 
Ovenden and F. Troeh second with 
142 each. L. Reid high profes- 
sional with 145; F. Dryden and 
H. Poston next with 144 each. On 
the second day F. Troeh was high 
amateur with 148, which was also 
high over all; L. R. Barkley 145; 
P. O’Brien 144. The professional 
class was headed by L. Reid and 
H. Poston with 147 each. F. C. 
Reihl 146. High amateur general 
average was won by F. Troeh and 
P. O’Brien with 290 each; L. Ray- 
burn 288; L. R. Barkley 282. L. 
Reid was at the top of the profes- 
sional class with 292; H. Posten 
291; F. Reihl and F. Dryden 286 
each. - 

NEBRASKA STATE SHOOT 


The 39th annual tournament of 
the Nebraska State Sportsmen’s 
Association was held at North 
Platte on May 20 and 21. The 
program was 200 targets each day. 
The prevailing bad weather kept 
the attendance below expectations, 
and forced the . management to 
carry the finish of the tournament 
over a day. The places in the 
Interstate Association’s Amateur 
State Championship event were 
only decided after ties for each 
place. S. A. Huntley, Omaha, and 
H. J. Rebhanson, North Platte, 
tied for first on 95. The shoot-off 
was won by the latter, 18 to 17, 
and he. takes the title of State 
champion and the first trophy; 
second trophy to Huntley. C. D. 
Linderman, Lincoln, and C. C. 
Holzworth, Heartwell, tied for 
third and fourth trophies on 94 
Two shoot-offs were needed to 
decide, Linderman winning with 
18 and 19 to 18 and 18 by Holz- 
worth. For the fifth, sixth and 
seventh trophies, Starkey, 
North Platte; Bert Dixon, Omaha, 
and Frank Rudat, Columbus, were 
tied on 93, finishing the shoot-off 
in the order named. S. A. Hunt- 
ley won high amateur general 
average with 372 out of 400; D. D. 
Bray 370; <A. Koyen, E. 4 
Warner and Franz Bendel 368 
each. Ed. O’Brien was at the 
head of the professionals with 384; 
A. H. Hardy 865. Grand Island 
was selected as the place for the 
1916 tournament. 











ANNOUNCEMENT OF PACIFIC 

NORTHWEST TOURNAMENT 

OF BAIT AND FLY CAST- 

ING TO BE HELD AT 

TACOMA, WASH. 

Aug. 26th, 27th, 28th and 29th 
under the auspices of the 
Tacoma Bait and Fly 
Casting Club 
The events at present planned, 
open to all amateur Fly and Bait 

Casters, are as follows: 

Fly Casting—Light tackle ac- 
curacy; Heavy tackle accuracy; 
Delicacy and Accuracy; Dry fly 
accuracy; Heavy tackle distance; 
Light tackle distance. 

ait Casting—Accuracy Y% 02.3 
Accuracy % 0z.; Distance % oz.; 
Distance % oz.; Novice, Distance 
Y% oz.; Accuracy % oz. 

Trophies will be awarded to win- 
ners and valuable prizes to the 
contestants of these events which 
will be cast under the rules of 
the National Association of Scien- 
tific Angling Clubs. 

The Tacoma Bait and Fly Cast- 
ing Club plans to entertain visitors 
in a novel way, possible only at 
Tacoma and on Puget Sound. 
There will also be provided fish- 
ing trips unequaled in any other 
part of the country. 

A cordial invitation is extended 
to all members of Casting, Rod or 
Fishing Clubs, as well as_unat- 
tached casters to take part in this 
tournament which is the first of 
this character ever held in the 
Pacific Northwest. 

R. . Nason, Secretary, 302 
Equitable Bldg. 


TOURNAMENT OF THE AN- 
GLERS’ CLUB OF NEW 
YORE 


Below are the results of our 
orne tournament. Considering 

e abominable weather we had 
the attendance was very good. In 
the 4 oz. distance fly casting some 
remarkable scores were made in 
the open handicap. Three out of 
the six contestants cast over 90 
feet, and Mr. E. J. Mills made a 
world’s record cast of 98 feet. 
The average of the lowest man 
was 85; the highest (scratch 944. 


PRIZE WINNERS IN THE 
ANGLERS’ CLUB OF NEW 
YORK TOURNAMENT 
Tuurspay, May 20, 1915. 

No. 1—Bait Casting for Distance 
aA oz. weight, 120 ft. class: 

Pettit 1st, O. T. Mackey 2nd, 
%. Henry 8rd. 
“Open Handicap: A. J. Neu Ist, 
3. z Pettit 2nd. 
No. 2—Accuracy Bait Casting, 
tg yg FF, A. J. Marsh Ist, 


No. 8—Trout “Fly Costing, for 
Distance, 4 oz. rods: 70 ft. class: 


J. S. Schwinn Ist, J. S. Pettit 
2nd; 80 ft. class: >. S. Schwinn 
Ist, O. T. Mackey 2nd. 

Open Handicap: E. J. Mills 
Ist, A. R. Hanners 2nd. 

Fripay, May 21, 1915. 

No. 4—Dry Fly Casting Ac- 
curacy: George Kae Ist, C. T. 
Champion 2nd. 

Open Class—97 per cent. not 
filled. 

No. 5--Wet Fly _ Accuracy: 
C. T. Champion Ist, J. S. Pettit 
2nd. 

Open Class—9% per cent. class 
not filled. 

No. 6—Fly Casting for Dis- 
tance, heavy rod, open handicap: 
P. D. Frazer 1st, C. T. Champion 


2nd. 
80 ft. class not filled. 
Saturpay, May 22, 1915. 

No. 7—Salmon Casting, 100 ft. 
cesses J. 3S. Poteet ist, GO. T. 
Mackey 2nd; 115 ft. class: F. C. 
Raynor st, A J. Marsh 2nd. 

Open flandicap: A. R. Han- 
ners Ist, C. H. Higby 2nd. 

No. 8—Bait Casting for Dis- 
tance, % oz. weight: 150 ft. class: 
J. S. Pettit 1st, F. S. Gruver 2nd; 
175 ft. class: J. S. Schwinn Ist, 
O. T. Mackey 2nd. 

Open Handicap: J. S. Schwinn 
1st, J S. Pettit 2nd. 

No. 9—Bait Accuracy, % oz. 
weight: 97 per cent. class: F. G. 
~— Ay’ . S. Pettit 2nd. 

o% Class: A. J. Neu Ist, 

tian ion 2nd 

“a 10—Fly Casting for Dis- 
tance, 5 oz rods: 75 ft. class: 
W. A. Chandler. 1st, Chester P. 
Mills 2nd; 85 ft. class: J. G. 
Fulton Ist, J. S. Schwinn 2nd. 

Open Handicap called off on 
account of darkness. 


PATCHING WADERS 
By Ladd Plumley 

A leaky wader is far more un- 
satisfactory than no wader at all. 
But any one can patch a wader, or 
a rubber boot, so that the leak will 
be permanently watertight. On 
your next a trip carry with 
yes a supply of rubber cement. 

This can be purchased at any 
automobile supply house. But the 
best of all oommmnt for the purpose 
of repairing waders is that sold at 

emg wae stores as “Major’s Rub- 
ber Cement.” 

The best material for patches is 
obtained from an old wader. By 
using some care, and, if neces- 
sary, a pair of pincers, the 
inner canvas lining can be pulled 
away from the underlying coat of 
pure rubber. The outside cloth, 

‘moleskin,” as it is called, with 
the rubber sheathing exposed 
age the most perfect materia 

or patches. 

Considerable care should be 


used, if ~y patch is to remain 
securely lace. Dry, sunny 
weather my ‘a e preferred for the 
work and the wader and patch 
must be a dry. 


Using a bit of fine sandpaper, 
carefully clean the portion of the 
wader that is to be patched. Do 
not use the sandpaper too long or 
too roughly. Apply two coats of 
cement to the wader and one 
thick coat to the rubber sheathing 
of the patch. Wait until the gum 
on both patch and wader seem to 
be entirely dry. If you hasten the 
job to a conclusion the result will 
be unsatisfactory. Allow from 
fifteen to twenty minutes. 

When you are certain that the 
cement is dry on both patch and 
wader, you should press the patch 
firmly in place. Now, with a tack 
hammer, tap lightly on every por- 
tion of the work, and as you tap 
(very lightly) hold the wader in 
position with your left hand 
within. Allow fifteen minutes 
more. Then go over the edges of 
the patch with a forefinger which 
has been dipped in the cement. 
After the edges appear to be dry, 
tap gently on every portion of 
these edges. 

By following the directions as 
given, a patch can be cemented to 
a wader that for all practical pur- 
poses will have the integrity of 
the wader itself. It so happens 
that yesterday I fished a stream 
up in Rockland County—a_ hard 
stream on waders. Those I used 
on the trip are several seasons old 
and have been patched so fre- 
quently that if it were not for the 
patches they would be sieves. By 
actual count I find that. on the 
waders there are fifty-five patches. 
Yet the waders, subjected to the 
hardest of use, kept me as dry as 
if they had been fresh from a 
tackle store. 

Please let me repeat. In usin 
rubber cement great care shoul 
be taken that the cement is ap- 
parently perfectly dry before the 
parts are pressed together. I have 
known few persons who would 
rigidly follow the directions that 
go with the cement, although these 
directions are stated on every bot- 
tle and can, And it is equally im- 
portant—this has been my experie- 
ence—that material should be used 
where rubber comes in actual con- 
tact with the outside material of 
the wader. And a pure rubber 
patch, while it will adhere strongly, 
cannot be compared for wearing 
qualities with a section of the 
mackintosh itself. I have repeated 
these things because they are of 
great importance. Nothing is 
more disgusting than to repair a 
wader only to find that in mid- 
stream the patch comes off as inno- 
cently as if put on with flour 
paste. 


—_—_—_—<y 
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The New 


Waterman PORTO 


Think of Unrestricted Speed — 


Control in a Rowboat Motor! 














The real, unalloyed joy of motor 
boating lies in traveling the water at 
whatever speed rate you wish, un- 


hampered by any set pace or paces. a foo 

The Waterman Porto Rowboat Motor withits } - _ ie ae f 
e . ee r ES. oe oe oe 
Sintz Reversing Propeller giving “af am 
, 


ie 
» ar * 


Multiple Speed Control —="“¥* 


not only makes any boat a motor boat— 

but a motor boat of unrestricted speeds, both for- 
ward and reverse. From the swiftness of 8 to 10 
miles an hour, you can slow down to an im- 
perceptible drift and into reverse at any rate you 
desire, without discomforting jerks and shudders. 
Think of it! A rowboat motor with the flexibility 
of a throttle-controlled steam engine! 

Here is the original outboard rowboat motor, 
numbering 30,000 satisfied users in its tenth year 
of unqualified success. In addition to its two 
wonderful refinements, the 1915 model carries 
the essentials which have made the Waterrnan 
Porto a reliable standby for more than 9 years. 

The Waterman Porto develops 3 h. p. 
Weighs 65 Ibs. Fits any shape stern. Has ‘A 
automobile carburetor, not a “mixing 
valve;” removable bearings; solid bronze 
skeg protecting 10}x 16-inch propeller. 

Steers by rudder from any part of the 
boat. be jenna’ cooled oe manifold; bet R ® 
noiseless under-water exhaust; spun 4 — 

copper water jacket. Ignition by high eversin 
grade tension magneto. And guaranteed 

for life. ie) e eT 

These are not features, but essen- 
tials. As such, demand them in your 


rowboat motor, or you will not be getting J an ral 











to you directly from the factory, insuring immediate delivery. Or 
in power boating, and the season is right at hand, p e e d 


full value for your money. . . 
Get in the game at once. Write for Free Marine Engine Book, 
containing full information on our full line of engines. We ship U 1p eR 
you can get your motor from the nearest distributor’s stock. But 
get busy at once. Every day you delay you postpone a day’s delight 
WATERMAN MOTOR COMPANY Wey aane)| 
211 Mt. Elliott Ave. - - - Detroit, Mich. 
ie 
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Calendar of the Trout Stream Insects 


PLATE IV—JULY INSECTS 


Herewith we issue the fourth of Mr. 


intelligently according to time, date and rise. 


Louis Rhead’s Nature Fly Charts to enable our readers to fish 


No. NAME Date or Rise Time or Day WEATHER FaMILy ORDER 
1. Golden drake........ Early to late Evening and dull days Warm afternoons Drake Ephemera 
EE wirwcsenceses 15 to end Evening and dull days Warm afternoons Drake Ephemera 
Se eee Late Evenings Varmevenings Drake Ephemera 
Ss TEE 66.604 0080000 Early to late Evenings Warmevenings Drake Ephemera 
5. Little Orange drake.. Early Evenings Warm Drake Ephemera 
Oe Early to late Evenings Warm Drake Ephemera 
7, CEE MORE. co 65 ce ee (oe eer eer eS Sere) Pe N rote Tees Stone fly Perlidae 
8. Brown stone......... 08 8 ga RO PRON ONE. EE Cece he the Om Stone fly Perlidae 
9. Redhead gnat........ Early to late All day Warm days Two wing fly Deptera 
= A. White miller....... carly Gosnies and dull days Any time Moth Le idoptera 
- Tiger beetle......... Early All day Any time Beetle Colesptera 
12° Plume spinner....... Early All day Any time Spinner Deptera 
13. Golden spinner....... Early All day Any time Spinner Deptera 
> Green wing stone. Late All day Any time Stone Perlidae 
Orange spinner...... Early to late All day Anv time Spinner Deptera 
16. ne i ee ee errr All day cece ete Two wing fly Deptera 
10B. Orange miller...... Early Evening and dull days Evenings Moth Lepidoptera 


THE CALL OF THE BLUE 
A Bluefish Yarn 
By Allen Frank Brewer 

“Listen, boy; hear that? There 
she blows again! Say, give this 
storm just a dozen more hours and 
this old shack will be as porous as 
a sponge.” 

It didn’t need much imagination 
to make me agree with Jack in his 
prediction, especially as he was 
sleeping in the bunk above me in 
our bungalow and had easy access 
to swing a pillow at my head if I 
disagreed. Every gust of wind that 
night seemed to rock the whole 
building and it felt as if any min- 
ute we would be blown bodily off 
the foundations. ; 

At best the little settlement of 
Manasquan Beach is lonely enough 
at night, but, oh, how I shuddered 
when that wind whistled around 
us this particular night. ave you 
ever laid in bed on a bleak winter 
night, after you’d been sent up- 
stairs, leaving the old folks all 
gathered around the big parlor fire- 
place munching roasted chestnuts 
and swapping ghost stories? This 
wind gave me that same creepy, 


ghostly feeling as those winter 
nights used to. 
Jack Glancy and I had come 


down here to spend a week of our 
vacation surf-fishing for striped 
bass and bluefish. We were both 
the keenest sort of surf fishermen 
and the minor hardships of a 
bachelor camp had no terrors for 
us. We had taken possession of a 
little bungalow away up at the end 
of the beach near the Squan Inlet. 

We had been camping here now 
for four days and it had become 
real homelike—strewn gene A 
with fishing rods, oilskins, sur 
boots and a bait net. It was at 
this point that the equinoctial 
storms overtook us. During the 
whole time we had been cooped 
up in our bungalow we were al- 
ternately calking the walls and 
windows with strips of rags or 
else bailing the rainwater out of 
the stove when it insisted on run- 
ning down the stove pipe. When- 
ever we did any cooking we had 
to wait for a lull in the storm in 
order to get our fire started and 
even then it was a case of burn- 


ing newspapers most of the time 
to get heat enough to fry a fish or 
Altogether it was one 


boil coffee. 


beautiful experience and one_ not 
easily forgotten. Qf course Jack 
had brought along’ a volume of 
Jan. Beard on how to camp, but 
we both swore to edit a descrip- 
tion of “Practical Camping as She 
Is Done” if we ever survived. 
However, the morning of Satur- 
day, the fifth day, dawned bright 
and fair. It certainly seemed 
good to see our last day for fish- 
ing turn out to be favorable, and 
it really seemed as if every hard- 
ship was to be made up for by 
this one beautiful day. We 
had done a lot of fishing dur- 
ing the storm, but usually the sea 
had been too rough and our lines 
washed up on the beach as fast as 
we cast out. But even so, I had 
landed two small striped bass and 
both of us had caught a number of 
small bluefish. But Manasquan is 
famous for its surf bluefishing 
and we were after the biggest of 
all. On this morning the tide was 
out and a long, narrow sandbar 
extended along the mouth of the 


nlet. 

“Well,” Jack observed, as we 
pulled on our hip boots and started 
to trudge out on this bar, “if the 
blues don’t run round the end of 
the point to-day, old man, I’m go- 
ing to quit fishing forever.” 

He was right. The prospects 
were the best for trolling I had 
seen in years, and we lost no time 
in rigging our tackles with blue- 
fish squids. We were using the 
regular striped bass surf rods and 


3-0 throw-off reels, and oh, what 
casts we did make. You only who 
have cast a four-ounce diamond 


bluefish squid into a school of blues 
can know the tense feeling of 
satisfaction as you whip your line 
out two hundred feet or more at 
every cast. 

This was just what we experi- 
enced that morning. We _ only 
needed to wade into the surf to 
our knees when we saw the mullet 
breaking only a few yards away 


and the_bluefish AN sa ts them 
mercilessly. To Jack went the 
honor of first blood when he 


hooked into a little three-pounder. 
It was too small to play very 
much, and even at best, a small 
blue is so quick to shake off the 
hook that it is dangerous to give 
it the least amount of slack line. 
I did not have the same luck so 
early and | had begun to be dis- 


gusted that there were so 
fish all around and not a one 
would take my squid. But in a 
few minutes my turn came, a 
o- bluefish, and he hit me like 
a hundred-pound tarpon. The 
handle of my reel slipped out of 
my fingers and I just had time to 
push in the “click” when off he 
dashed. Oh, how that big split 
bamboo rod did dip and spring, 
and it seemed as if my reel would 
never cease its stead hum 
Finally my line got so = that 
even though I risked its breaking 


many 


I had to snub the fish and turn 
him if posible from taking more 
line. I was successful, for he 
started on a counter rush diag 
onally toward the beach, running 
northward. This gave me ample 
time to reel in my line as it 
slackened. By this time I was 
slouching along in the surf up 
to my hips, absolutely unaware 


that my boots were sluiced full of 


water. Up and down the beach I 
fillowed that fish. Jack said | 
must have trudged a mile while the 
fight was on. But nally my 
beauty began to tire, and then, 
through over-confidence, I nearly 
lost him, For a second only | 


slackened up on my line, but this 
gave the bluefish his last chance 
for life. He broke off in one last 
mad plunge for an old wreck 
which laid about two hundred feet 
off shore. For an instant I lost 
my head and let him run, but a 
yell from Jack brought me back to 
life and risked my line agan 
with that ever-useful snub. Luck 
was with me, for my prize was 
too far gone to fight further, and 
he turned inshore, rolling in on 
the waves and just giving a feeble 
kick now and then as a last resort. 
In the undertow it was pitiful to 
see him rise on the crest of a 
wave and then roll under it exactly 
like a water-soaked log. It only 
took Jack a second then to rush 
down as a wave washed away and 
drag my captive high and dry 
I’ll never forget my exultation as 
I gazed down on him feebly gasp- 
ing his life out. When we weighed 
him he swung fifteen pounds ex 
actly, and it had taken me nearly 
an hour to kill him. 

And believe me, I was satisfied 
That week of hardship seemed all 
made up for now, and even old 
Jack was ready to quit happy. 
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12, 16 and 20 Gauge 
Light, Hammerless Repeating Shotguns 


Sportsmen differ as to whether a 12, 16 or 20 Gauge is the best 
shotgun for field shooting, but the knowing ones agree that the 
Winchester Model 1912 lightweight, hammerless repeater is the 
one best bet in the shotgun line. This Winchester being made 
in 12, 16 and 20 gauges permits an advocate of the big, medium 
or small bore to indulge his fancy and be sure of getting a gun 
that is true to its gauge in balance, weight and length. All three 
gauges of this model are made of specially selected materials. 
Nickel steel, which is twice as strong as ordinary gun steel, 
is used throughout for the metal parts in this Winchester. 
This means a lightweight gun without sacrificing safety 
or strength. This gun has a cross-bolt trigger lock, a smooth, 
quick and easy action, and a simple Take-Down system. It 
loads and unloads easily and its shooting qualities are not 
excelled by the highest priced double guns. There are many 
other pleasing and exclusive features of this Winchester 
which appeal to sportsmen that could be enumerated, but the 
gun itself is the best evidence of its quality and desirability. 


WINCHESTER LoaveD SHELLS “LEADER” and““REPEATER,” 
are made with the Winchester patented Corrugated Head which is a far 
superior method of construction to metal lining, once used in Winchester 
shells, but discarded years ago. Winchester ‘‘Leader’’ and ‘‘Repeater’’ shells 
are loaded with all desirable coribinations of powder and shot and give 

the fullest measure of shooting satisfaction in any make of gun. 


af FOR A RED LETTER DAY AFIELD, USE WINCHESTER GUNS & SHELLS “he 
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A REAL WEAKFISH FROM 
RHODE ISLAND 


By Edmond H. Guerin, Woon- 
socket, R. I, 
Winner Second Prize, Weakfish, 


1914 Contest. 


As on many other pleasant occa- 
sions, on that beautiful September 
morning I was the guest of my 
friends, Frank Speck, Sr., and Jr., 
on board their ower launch, 
headed for the favorite ledges 
which we knew the big fellows 
were in the habit of visiting. We 
had all been there many times 
before, and my hosts had already 
caught what I thought at that 
time would prove the first and 
second prize winners, but I still 
had hopes for the third prize, and 
with such company of experts, 
possibly do better. 

At this point it is only fair on 
my part to say that Frank Speck, 
Sr., surely deserves the honors 
for our wonderful catches of 
large fish, for it was he who would 
always be the first in the season 
to go for days early in the morn- 
ing, in the afternoon, and even 
by moonlight, until he would one 
day come Teck with several of the 
beauties, and then we would all 

o. It was he also who found out 
just what bait the big ones 
wanted and landed one day a 
weakfish of 11 pounds 11 ounces, 
which we surely thought the king 
of them all. e was doomed, 
however, to disappointment, for he 
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lost the third prize by one ounce, 
but here’s hoping that he tops the 
list this year, for he rightly de- 
serves it. On that morning we 
had, as usual, anchored at our 
favorite spot, and while two re- 
mained and fished on board the 
launch, Mr. Speck, Sr., and I took 
to the tender and anchored one 
hundred feet or so away. We had 
been fishing some time with live 
shrimps, and though we had a 
good supply and were using same 
freely in chumming, we had had 
very little luck. Frank, Jr., who 
had caught a few small fish from 
on board the launch, was having a 
fine time reminding us of the fact 
that if we wanted fish for break- 
fast he would gladly accommodate 
us. Up to that time not a fin in 
our boat, and things began to look 
bad for a record catch, and some- 
thing had to be done. All of a 
sudden Frank, Sr., got up and 
requested me to pull in anchor, 
and, as he put it, “We will go and 
find these tide runners, for they 
don’t seem inclined to come to 
us.” No sooner said than done, 
and a few minutes later found us 
trolling back and forth, using live 
shiners about four to five inches 
long, hooked through the lips. My 
genial host insisted, as usual, in 
doing all of the hard work, mean- 
ing, of course, that he took to the 
oars while I, comfortably seated, 


was just waiting for that pleasant 


sensation that every true fisherman 
always enjoys when a big one takes 





hold as though bound to take line 
and rod on the first rush. 

I was using a 9%-ft. 6-0z. bam- 
boo flyrod and light casting reel, 
with limited capacity of line, and I 
knew that I had to use good judg- 
ment and work quickly if a large 
one so far forgot himself as to 
attempt suicide by fooling with my 
hook and minnow. All of a sud- 
den r-r-r-r-r-r went my _ reel 
and never before had I experi- 
enced such a vicious strike and 
sudden rush as I did that moment. 


By a quick jerk on the line I 
drove the hook home and the 
merry fight was on. “He’s on!” I 


yelled to my companion (a very 
unnecessary remark, for that reel 
was fairly humming and the rod 
bending almost to the breaking 
point). “Slack up, my line is 
getting scarce!” And so it was, 
for that fish seemed to have made 
up its mind to get out of his un- 
comfortable position by trying tc 
cover the bay in a few seconds’ 
time, and he certainly made some 
grand rushes in quick succession. 

My reliable little rod, however, 
was there with the goods every 
minute, and though it was bent 
almost in an oval from start to 
finish, it stood the strain well, and 
I can recommend to all sportsmen 
the use of nothing heavier on these 
fishes than a rod such as I used 
on this occasion, for the pleasure 
and sport is much decreased when 
using the common short, heavy 
rods so much in use on the bay. 
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OUGH and trail-proof as a moosehide moccasin—and much 
; easier on “civilized feet.”” Heavy enough to stand the 
ty stab of snags and the rasp of rocky roads—but not stiff 
38% enough to chafe or tire you. Water shedding, too— _ 

g».., in Cutter Boots properly cared for, you can slosh 
tae: all day through swamp or snow, yet come to 


Y 


7° ‘¥ «= camp dry footed. What more can you 


— a. 


WW ask of footgear, you who hunt or hike, 
SaymS>., heeding the Red Gods’ call? 





Made—by hand—of the finest tan 
and black chrome leather, by ‘“‘old 
time’? boot makers who take real 
pride in their work and neverskimp , 
or slight the smallest detail. Mod- / 
ern, high-speed methods aren’t care- 
~-, ful enough for Cutter quality. Bet- 
\\ ter dealers carry Cutter’s. . 

' The Cutter Book of Boots comes 

’ free on request. Write for it. 


A. A. Cutter Co. 
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Not a smal! part of the credit 
for landing my winner is due to 
my good friend at the oars, for he 
certainly did handle that tender in 
a masterly way and saved the situa- 
tion more than once when the line 
was getting dangerously low on 
my reel. After many long rushes 
and many shorter ones, and re- 
peated dives under our boat from 
side to side and circling around, I 
finally, after twenty minutes, 
brought the weak alongside, totally 
exhausted and lying on his side. 
Having forgotten the landing net, 
I was compelled to drown my fish 
to a finish, after which it was an 
easy matter to land it by taking 
hold under the gills. The accom- 

















EDMOND H. GUERIN AND HIS 12% 
LB. WEAKFISH 


panying photograph shows better 
than I can explain how the fish 
looked and I surely was delighted 
with my catch. 

After hand-shaking and _ con- 
gratulations, I turned to my host 
and, thinking of Firetp & StreAmM’s 
second prize, I jokingly remarked, 
“Well, there goes the tent,” but 
he, like a real sport, was ready 
with the answer that he preferred 
the rod anyway, which was the 
third prize. The same morning 
we caught a few other weakfish 
weighing between eight to nine 
pounds, and it surely was a great 
welcome we received from the ad- 
miring cottagers when we landed 
our catch. The scales were brought 
out and my prize winner found to 
weigh twelve and _ one-quarter 
pounds, this after having been out 
of the water for about two hours. 

Prize Contest Certificate Record. 
Second Prize, Weakfish, 1914 Prize 
Fishing Contest. 


Field and Stream 


Weight—12'% Ibs. 

Length—34 in. 

Girth—17% in. 

Caught—Sept. 5, 1914. 

Where caught — Narragansett 
Bay, R. I. 

Rod—Bamboo fiyrod. 

Reel—Julius Vom Hofe. 

Line—Jefferson. 

Lure—Live shiner. 


THE CATCHING OF MY REC- 
ORD KINGFISH 


By Roscoe D. a Long Branch, 





Winner First Prize, Kingfish, 1914 
ontest. 

Having heard from a_ friend 
that there were plenty of kingfish 
being caught at Allenhurst, I 
ventured down there one after- 
noon and arrived about 5:30 P. M. 
There on the beach sat a couple 
of fishermen talking, so I went 
to them and inquired what luc 
they were having, and they in- 
formed me that they had only one 
kingfish, and that the crabs were 
so thick that they had to use corks 
to keep their bait off the bottom. 
I studied over the situation and 
saw that they were fishing on a 
flat at the foot of Neptune , lly 
so I moved north about a hundred 
and fifty feet and I was then 
where the flat sloped off into the 
hole. The tide was about half in, 
so I rigged up, using a 30-inch 
leader and some _ small _sproat 
hooks, and did not put on any 
cork, because I knew that king- 
fish were bottom feeders. I 
baited up the two hooks with small 
“mag of shedder crab, small baits 
peing very essential to success in 
angling for this species, as they 
have very small mouths and bite 
quick and snappy, therefore you 
must make the baits small so the 
can get it all the first strike. t 
made a cast of about a hundred 
and fifty feet, and after my sinker 
had hit bottom I immediately be- 
gan to drag it along to keep away 
the crabs. I suppose had 
dragged it about five feet when I 
acy ve | felt the sassy strike I 
was looking for and brought in a 
kingfish weighing about a pound 
and a quarter, while on the other 
hook was a_ blowfish. We call 
them balloon fish, because they can 
be blown up and look like a toy 
balloon. After unhooking them I 
made another shorter cast and was 
again rewarded with another small 
——, and after that just as fast 
as could get out they would 
snatch my bait before I could 
gather in my slack. Sometimes I 
would get a stronger strike and a 
stiff fight, which always resulted in 
the fish being the victor and get- 
ting away. wondered why and 
finally decided that the thin hooks 
were the cause, so I removed 
them and replaced them with No. 1 
O’Shaunessy forged hooks, and 
again tried my luck and they 
worked wonders. I got every fish 
I hooked after that, and the fish 
that had been getting away proved 
to be_large kingfish. Up to the 
time I enges my hooks I had 
only six small ones and a half hour 
later I had eighteen. It was then 
nearly seven o’clock, and about 
that time my pal, Stanley, arrived, 
and the fish stopped biting. Stan- 
ley said he didn’t think they would 


bite any more until the tide 
changed, but anyway he rigged up 
and got overboard and we sat there 
talking about the big run of king- 
fish when I was jarred by a ter- 
rific strike and the fish hooked 
himself and started for the un- 
dertow. I pulled up and could 
not feel my sinker, so stood up 
and took in the slack and gave a 
stiff jerk and that started him 
fighting. I told Stanley I thought I 
had a croaker by the tussle he was 
giving me. I brought him ashore 
and in the dark he looked to me 
like a big weakfish. I told Stanley 
I had a weak, but when I took him 
up to the light I was surprised 
to find it was a kingfish. He 
tipped the scales at the 2 lb. 14 oz. 
mark. He was one of those old 
rusty-looking fellows who know 
how to fight. 

Prize Contest Certificate Record 
—First Prize Kingfish, 1914 Prize 
Fishing Contest. 

Weight—2 Ibs. 14 ozs. 

Length—18 in. 

Girth—9% in. 

Caught—August 20, 1914. _ 

Where Caught—Allenhurst, N. J. 

Rod—Split bamboo. 

Reel—Julius Vom Hofe. 

Line—Armstrong, 15-thread. 

Lure—Shedder crab. 


MY OFFSHORE BLUEFISH 
Winner Third Prize Bluefish, 


1914 Contest 
By Hugh M. rest, Keansburg, 
N. J. 


On the evening of July 3rd I 
went down to Seabright to see 
Capt. Ed. Johnson, and he told 
me that there had been a few 
blues taken, but all small, but if 
the weather was good we could 
have a try. So July 4th at 3:30 
a.m. found me at Capt. Johnson’s 
home, and after having a cup of 
coffee we went down to the beach 
to look at the weather, but the 
captain did not think much of it 
as the wind was south, but said 
we would take a run out to the 
Elbow, which is off Monmouth 
Beach, and see if there was any- 
thing doing; so we went for the 
first trip of the year. E 

Mr. B. C, Finck, who was with 
us, and I, soon had our rods in 
shape, and when we were about 
one-quarter mile off shore we put 
out our squids but the fish did 
not seem to like them, so after 
about two hours’ trial we ran in- 
shore and began still-fishing for 
jlaice, and the first thing I knew 
f had a strike that took my hook, 
and about that time Mr. Fincke got 
what later on turned out to be a 
bluefish, but only a small one of 
about 4 Ibs. weigit. We got about 
twenty, all told, and_ most of our 
bait was gone when I got a strike 
that I thought was a whale, and 
you can believe me I had some fun 
with that baby. His first rush was 
at least 200 feet, and after a good 
fight I got him in near the boat 
when away he went for deep 
water again, and then it was some 
more fight to get him back, but 
after about 15 minutes, which I 
thought was an hour. I[ had him 
close enough for Capt. Johnson to 
get the out in him. We got sev- 
eral more, but they were all small, 
3% to 4 Ibs. 

If you want a real salt-water 
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fishing trip then I would pdviee povins thet eng fo pioey, ~ 
a ooled me, for thought he 


you to go out in a sea skiff with 
one of the New Jersey coast line had 
fishermen. 

Prize Contest Certificate Record. 


Third Prize, Bluefish, 1914 Prize called out: 
i it lay!” “Oh, 


Fishing Contest. 
Length—33% in. 


Girth—16% in. and 

Caught—July 4, 1914. bass. This time I tightened 

Where Caught—Off Monmouth on the line and, oh, how he 
Boat, i? * go! And never stopped until two 

Rod—Vom Hofe. hundred yards were out. 

Reel—Meisselbach. were four of us in a row, 


Line—Vom Hofe. 
Lure—Live killie. 


Field and Stream 


taken my bait. 


Here is where Ed. comes in, for 
I was about to reel in, when 
“Don’t touch it—let 
he got away with 
Weight—10 Ibs. 12 oz. it!” I said. “Wait a little,” 
replied, so I waited a few minutes, 
sure enough, back came the 
up 


every fellow, it seems, was calling in 
some advice to me. 
it was a sree fish from its first 


We all knew 


I hated to keep Frank standing 
around and tried to get him to 
give me the gaff, and go back and 
fish, but he seemed to be enjoying 
it as much as I, for he kept on 
saying, ‘What do you think of 
that; that is the gamiest fish I 
have ever seen!” and Frank, who 
lives in Ocean City, has seen many 
big fish landed. He told me that 
out of 94 channel bass caught by 
members of the Ocean City Fish- 
ing Club, he had helped to gaff 20. 


There I had had my fish into the break 
and no less than ‘fifty times; he came 


this time—all in—and the 
breakers rolled him into shallow 
water, and I yelled to Frank to 
get him, and as he drew the giant 


A CHANNEL BASS FROM THE run, and Ed. kept calling, “Don't 
ST fish up on the beach it was a beau- 


RSEY COA hol 


Winner Second Prize. Channel thr 


Bass, 1914 Contest. 

It was a beautiful morning, Sun- 
day, Oct. 18th, when I called to in 
7 friend and fellow bait- slinger, wa 

Ed. Corman—“‘there he goes!” and 
you bet he was going; why, if I 
had hooked onto a Pennsylvania 
Limited, that good old Vom Hofe in 
reel of mine could not have gone f 


George!” 


about that rod: 


Adams, but 
few weeks before on a 75-Ib. 
and landed him, so now when I sit 
my den and look at that 
frail stick, and think of what 


d him, play him, play 


ead special linen line. 


I want to tell you what I think 
It is the best rod 
the world, not only because it 
my friend T. Lee 


had put it to test a _yol 
shark he goes!’ and it is now 


s made by 


i q You know what chance 
7 pha a Philadel I had to horse that fish with 
4 : 1l-0z. split-bamboo rod and 


an 


15- a lots of talk, for by this time 











tiful sight; such a fine, long-shaped 
body. “Some fish!” After a rest 


the fish had run me about a mile 
and a half down the beach and 
quite a crowd had collected, I 
asked, “How long did it take me, 
Frank?” “Well, it was 10:16 by 
my watch when you yelled ‘There 
11:35— 
about one hour and twenty min 


little utes’ fight.” 


Now came the job of taking the 
fish to Adams—Mr. Lee Adams 
is the official weighing master of 
the Ocean City Fishing Club— 
and off we started, and when we 
hooked that fish on the scales and 
he said 54 Ibs. 5 oz., I sure was 

roud. Then back to the club 

ouse, and after hanging him up 
very carefully, for I made up my 
mind that he would be hanging in 
my den this Winter, | went back 
fish, and was surprised to hear 

Ed. tell me that time after time 
fish would pick up h’s bait and 
then spit it out, and try every 
trick he knew, he could not hook 
one. I started to fish again, but 
the tide soon turned and we quit. 

I sure will feel proud next 
Summer to wear that gold club 
button, for you know it means a 
forty -pound channel bass or over. 
My triend, Chas. Maginnis, and 
I are the only members in that 
class—there being dozens in the 
silver button class (30 Ibs. or 
over)—I feel justly proud of the 
second prize bass of the 1914 

Fretp & Stream contest, and hope 
next year to win the first prize in 
this. class. 

Prize Contest Certificate Record 
Second Prize, Channel Bass, 1914 
Prize Fishing Contest. 

Weight—54 Ibs. 5 oz. 

Length 51% in. 

— 29% in. 
Caught—Oct. 18, 1914. 
ere caught—Ocean City, 


it 





Rod—Adams’ split bamboo. 





LANDED AFTER MORE THAN AN 


HOUR’S FIGHT—a 54 LB. 5 oz. 


BASS 


around any faster. But let me 
say right here, | would not have 
hooked that fish if it had not been 
for Ed. After cutting a bunker 
in half, and baiting it on a 9/0 
hook I ‘called to Ed and said, “If 
there is a fish out there and he 
don’t grab this he is crazy!” I 
threw out, and scarcely five min- 
utes had passed when Mr. Bass 
picked it up, and ran about ter 
feet, and to my whe ise and dis- 
gust spit it out! W I was mad; 
just think, after all my pains of 


has done, I feel that 


Adams nor any other rod-maker 


could duplicate it. 


Up the beach I went with my 
fish, and, my, what beautiful runs 
Why, time after 
time I would turn to =y friend, 


he would make. 


Frank Murray, who 


down to the beach m, see 
needed any help, and say, 
ready, Frank,” but out 
would go the fish, and every run 
was over a hundred yards. 
i said Frank. 


sure is a game fish,” 


CHANNEL 


Reel—E. Vom Hofe, Universal 
Line—15-thread Special 
Lure—Menhaden. 


neither 





PHOTOGRAPHIC CONTEST 
We have been obliged to 


come omit the Photographic Con- 
mR test this month through lack 

I . . . 
again of space, but will run it in 


our August number as usual. 
“He 
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The Story of Ji2anz)” 


Photograph of Early Season Catch with ‘‘Jim Dandy’’ 


= = 7 














HE early part of last July a party of us de- 


cided to spend several weeks fishing in lower Mich- 

igan. Friends who had been there told us to look up Henry 
Schillinger, and added that if anyone could get fish he could. So 
soon after our arrival we set out to find Henry, and we found hiscabin right at 
the edge of the Jake. We made arrangements to meet him early the next 
mcrning and he promised to point out the choice fishing grounds. 


Henry agreed to paddle one of the boats and let us get 
all the fishing, but every once in a while he would cast out his line in 
Henry Schillinger a likely looking spot and pud/ in a fine big dass. 


he Inventor " P > ° 
Things went along like this and Henry was getting all 
the fish. He kept encouraging us all the time by saying’ ‘‘Never mind boys—you’ ll get 
*em pretty quick, the luck’s agin you.” But we decided it wasn’t allluck. Here we were (five of us) — 
each one using his own favorite lure—and all we had to show for it was twosmall bass, while Henry 
who had been casting only a quarter of the time had seven or eight fine bass. 


The next time Henry made his cast I I happened to be the lucky one and 
watched him and noticed that he was reeling very | persuaded Henry to let me use his home-made 
slowly and that his dait was wobbling—actually try- bait, and say!—if you could have seen that bait 
ing to shake the back hooks off. When I saw that wobble and struggle through the water you 
bait wobbling and struggling I said to ‘myself — would have gone crazy, too. It was perfect. 
“There’s the secret. That’s just what fishermen And the beauty of the whole thing was that the 
have been looking for for years. There’sa bait that | bait was small enough for even the small mouth 
really wobbles.” bass to swallow the whole thing. 
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It wasn’t any snake fashion wobble Well, before the week was over Henry 
either, but it labored and struggled through the | had to make a bait for each one of us, and be- 
water—like a crippled minnow. lieve me, we had the finest fishing the next 10 


I asked him to let me see what he was | @4¥8,that anyone could hopefor. and before we 
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E using and, on questioning him further, I learned itt foe, bere bet Se weeey™ ne oa 
4 = that he carved it with his pen knife. J ¥ oe tae =e we werar 
1 = w t’s the best little bait that ever lure 

: JiM=DAN . a bass, and if you take my tip you'll have a 

= "eae JIM DANDY” or two in your tackle box when 

= . you start on your —s trip. 
= And if you don’t outfish the 
= other boys rite lou: 
= See using “JIM DANDY,” 
I'll buy. 
that Notch “TIM DANDY” 
and Con- Fish Bait is on saleat most 
cave Face first class stores, but if you 
can't find him, send us 
your dealer’s name and 
= DEALERS 78¢ and we'll send you one right back by mail. 

= wr P we - Regular Size 75c 

= rite for our big'speci . 

EE offer 3 “JIM DANDY” Muskellonge Size $1.00 

= baits absolutely FREE. 

= 
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BUILDING A SPLIT BAMBOO 
FLY ROD 


By George Parker Holden, M.D. 
Part IV. 

Exactly the same maneuvers are 
now repeated with strips 4, 6 an 
5, and this second half-joint is 
placed near the first. Now return 
to the half-section first glued, and 
spread glue over its whole upper- 
most or inside surface, which is 
two strips wide; lay it down 
again; apply glue similarly to the 
second half; bring these two 
halves together; secure them 
tightly at the butt with the noosed 
end of your double thread, take 
a few spiral turns, away from you, 
around the joint (Fig. 1); turn 
the joint so that its butt is now 
directed toward your left hand; 
lay it down on your workbench, 
still holding taut on the winding- 
thread, and proceed to wind 
tightly in spirals, spaced about 
three-eighths of an inch, rolling 
the joint away from you as you 
simultaneously ull the thread 
toward you, and force the strip 
edges evenly together, under the 
combined construction of the pro- 
gressively encircling winding, the 
rolling of the joint and the down- 
ward pressure against the bench 
of the palmar surfaces of the fin- 
gers of both hands (Fig 2). 

You will note, to your delight, 
first, that, as you wind, the joint 
is straightened by being rolled 
against the unyielding level sur- 
face of the bench; and next, that 
it does not twist when wound in 
this way, but each of its six flat 
surfaces holds to its own proper 
plane. 

Having completed its winding, 
sight along the joint for the more 
noticeable deflections; correct 
these by counter-bending, and 
then submit the whole joint to 


some more rolling treatment, very 
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ORKSTIOP 


vigorously now, to and fro under 
the palms of the hands (Fif. 3), 
and bearing on with considerable 
pressure. Continue rolling until 
the glue is well set and the joint 
considerably stiffened up, when it 








GLUING UP—STARTING THE 


WIND- 
ING THREAD 
may be allowed to lie on the 


bench for twelve hours. 

After that, remove the winding- 
thread _and sandpaper the joint, 
using No. 0 or No. 1 paper. First, 
remove the glue by systematically 
going over each of the six flat 
surfaces individually; then go 
over the joint as a whole, just 
sufficiently for the removal of any 
remaining glue and the slight 
rounding of the edges. 

Sight along the cleaned joint 
once more; correct any deflections 
yet remaining, except a slight even 
bend extending throughout the 
whole length of the joint, by 
heating very carefully over the 
flame, manipulating between the 





fingers, and once more subjecting 
it to rolling, when the pressure 
concentrated at the particular spot 
undergoing treatment. 

At this stage, the author once 
again takes note of any unsightly 
lumpiness still remaining at the 
knot sites, and where indicated 
makes a final application of the 
file, making use, this time, of the 
small saw file and not the coarse, 
cross-hatched tool. 

Having glu-d up our joints, the 
are now reauy to be fitted wit 
their respective ferrules. They 
are straight and rigid, and should 
remain~lying on a flat surface or 
suspended from their ends while 
awaiting further attention; do not 
allow them to stand on end, the 
ends only being supported, or they 
will become bowed. And as var- 
nish is an effective preventive 
against the absorption of’ damp- 
ness and subsequent warping due 
to this cause, we apply the first 
coat very soon, but im variably on 
a dry day. Our personal practise 
also is_ to invest the joints with 
their first permanent windings, 
after the manner described under 
“Windings and Guides,” before 
oy receive this first varnishing. 

ERRULES AND THEIR FITTING. 

Stock ferrules of German silver 
are kept by all of the larger 
tackle dealers, the variety and 
grade of some being much better 
than those of others. With the 
best of these available, the writer 
deems the hand-made article an 
unnecessary luxury. Perfectly 
Satisfactory ferrules, carried in 
stock, may be bought at prices 
ranging from fifteen to seventy- 
five cents per pair, according to 
size and style. 

Ferrules come in pairs, consisting 
of the male, center or inner ferrule, 
and the female, outer or receiving 
ferrule; the outside diameter of a 

male ferrule being identical with 
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So easy to load and operate that anyone can make good 
pictures with it from the start. So light and compact 
as to make an unobtrusive companion for every pleas- 
urable occasion ; so carefully made and tested as to assure 
pictures of the highest quality. 





Premos load in daylight with the twelve exposure Premo Film 
Pack, unequalled for simple operation. One or more films can be 
removed for development at any time. The film is highly ortho- | 
chromatic and from the same stock 
as the Eastman N, C.—the best 
in the world. 











The Premo catalogue describes the whole 
system of Premo photography in detail. There 
are forty styles and sizes of Premos at prices 
from $1.50 to$150.00. Itcosts you nothing 
to get this catalogue. Just ask your dealer, 
or write us. 
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the inside measurement of its 
mating section. Either the male 
or female ferrules may be pur- 
chased separately. This is a con- 
venience, especialy in the case of 
male ferrules, because of the cus- 





GLUING UP—WINDING 


tomary duplication of top-joints of 
rods, for the purpose of having 
one in reserve against a smash-up. 
It would seem hardly necessary to 
state that the male ferrule is at- 
tached to the butt or larger end 
of a rod-joint. 

As ferrules constitute a_ rela- 
tively rigid portion of the rod, 
walsh is otherwise flexible from 
butt to tip, it is evident that it is 
a mistake to have them any longer 
than is necessary. A union of 
1%”—depth of penetration of 
male ferrule—is sufficient at the 
joint between the butt- and middle- 
sections of the rod, and of one 
inch between the middle-joint and 
top. This will give a desirable 
length over-all of at least about 
2%” for the larger female ferrule 
of a rod running up to ten feet. 

The ferrules here recommended 
have a straight-sided female mem- 
ber and a shouldered male mem- 
ber that is closed at the distal end, 
“closed end center.” They are 
obtainable from Abbey & Imbrie, 
18 Vesey street, New York City, 
under the name of “bamboo” fer- 
rules. The writer has obtained 
satisfactory ferrules also from the 
T. H. Chubb Rod Company, of 
Post Mills, Vermont, which that 
firm catalogs as their “special 
short, straight, welted ferrule, 
with 7 ed and closed end cen- 
ter.” he Abbey & Imbrie fer- 
rules are supplied in the following 
sizes, the figures denoting in frac- 
tions of an inch the outside 
diameter of the male or inside 
diameter of the female or outside 
ferrule: 9/64, 11/64, 8/16, 7/382, 
15/64, 1/4, 17/64, 10/64, 11/382, 
3/8, 27/64, 15/82, 1/2, 35/64, 
19/32, 5/8, 43/64, 28/32, 3/4, 
51/64, 55/64, 7/8, 61/64, 63/64, 
1 1/82. The Chubb article runs 
in somewhat’ different _ sizes, 
namely: 5/32, 3/16, 13/64, 15/64, 
17/64, 19/64, 21/64, 11/32, 3/8, 
13/32, 7/16, 15/32, 17/82, 19/32, 
5/8, 11/16, 23/32, 13/16. 

The sizes used for the ten- and 
nine-foot fly rods are respectively: 
21/64 and 13/64; 17/64 and 11/64. 

Ferrules that are a trifle large 
skould be selected, rather than 
those a bit undersized for the 
joint at_the place where they are 
to be fitted, as but a minimum 
amount of the wood should be cut 
away, especially in setting the 
female ferrules. It is much better 
to wind the wood with linen thread 
before cementing, to insure a snug 
fit, than needlessly to weaken the 


Field and Stream 


joints by excessive cutting away. 
he ferrule diameter should on no 
account be materially less than the 
rod diameter as measured between 
flat surfaces, at the ends of the 
meeting rod-joints where the fer- 
rule is to be used; hence caliper- 
ing these ends in this way will 
iodecin you of the ferrule sizes 
required. 
nly ferrules whose parts fit 
snugly together should be used. 
If too tight, the male ferrule is 
easily dressed down by turning it, 
together with its attached rod- 
joint, inside of a folded piece of 
fine emery-paper or cloth, held 
tightly between the fingers, finish- 
ing the process by rubbing it with 
a mixture of powdered chalk and 
linseed oil. Never use a file for 
this purpose. 

The proximal ends of ferrules 
should “ either split or serrated 
for a short distance, in order to 
modify rigidity here. If this be 
not done there are created abrupt 
lines of demarkation around the 
rod, at every ,point where the 
flexible bamboo emerges from the 
rigid metal tubing, and it is at 





GLUING UP—ROLLING 


one of these places that the rod 
is most liable to give way under 
exceptional stress. The amateur 
rod-tinker need not, however, pay 
the dealer the very considerable 
extra cost of such ferrules, but, 
with the use of either a fine hack- 
saw or a small triangular saw-file, 
he may proceed to split or serrate 
_ own ferrules, as the case may 
e. 

In using the file the tool is 
held in an inclined position, as the 
diagram depicts. Make short 
strokes away from you. First, 


equally into three arcs, by two 
additional file-strokes (Figs. 2 and 
3). You have now made your 
six guiding-notches with but three 
strokes. Deepen these notches a 
little, and then be sure to equalize 
them by directing the side pres- 
sure of the file as required, before 
completing the cutting to the full 
depth. 

‘or securing the ferrules in the 
vise without injury while cutting 
slits or filing notches, make a 
holder from two small strips of 
soft wood by chiseling a V-groove 
along a side of each. 

Several kinds of preparations 
are in use for cementing the fer- 
rules onto the joints, among them 
being common thick shellac, seal- 
ing-wax and a gutta percha or 
dental cement. As an excellent 
and inexpensive article prepared 
for use may be had in the shops 
we have never bothered about 
cement recipes; the author uses 
Dodge’s ferrule cement, which he 
buys for twenty-five cents a stick. 
‘ hatever else you do in secur- 
ing the ferrules to the wood, do 
not make use of any metal pins; 
they weaken the rod, are no ef- 
ficacious preventative against loos- 
ening, and they constitute an an- 
noying obstruction when the re- 
cementing of a ferrule is indi- 
cated. 

In fitting your ferrules be sure 
that the female section is not 
thrust too far down over its joint- 
end, and so preventing the male 
ferrule from being seated all the 
way home; allow for about 1/32” 
space between the wood end within 
the female ferrule and the butt 
end of the male, when the rod is 
gga > Cut the wood down 
y careful cross-filing, followed b 
turning it within a fold of sand- 
paper, only sufficient for a good 
snug fit of metal over the wood, 
and remember that the ferrule 
will expand a bit when heated. 

In applying the cement be care- 
ful to avoid getting any upon 
that inside part of the female 
ferrule which receives the male. 
Soften the stick of cement in the 
flame of an alcohol lamp or a 
candle; stick a few small gobs on 
the wood, heat the cement and 
joint-end over the flame carefully, 
turning the joint to and fro the 


Fig. tL 


Eig. 2 Fig. 3 


GUIDING NOTCHES FOR STARTING SERRATIONS 


notch the ferrule end in two 
places, corresponding to its exact 
middle diameter, by one stroke of 
the file (Fig. 1). Next, divide 
each half of the circle, by notches, 


while, spread the now liquefied 

cement evenly over the wood by 

stroking lengthwise with a match, 

toothpick or a sliver of bamboo. 
o be Continued) 
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barrels imported 
hand checkered. Made in 28, 20, 16, 12 and 10 gauge. 


S-ITHACA GUN COMPANY 





@ Here is a new and attractive gun—our No. 144 in its new dress —List $50— Special price, $31.50. 
@ Top lever, forend iron and guard hand engraved; sides of frame and trigger plate are made beautiful with large leaf engraving; 
Damascus or Krupp Fluid Steel; stock is of black walnut with dark rich color and grain, full pistol grip neatly 


@ Send for large catalog and special prices on our entire line, 18 grades $17.75 net to $400 list. 
€ Trap shooters are wild with enthusiasm over our new One-Barrel Trap Gun—we cannot build them fast enough. 
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You can 
really enjoy 
Camping — 


when your outfit bears the Abercrombie 
stamp—assuring lightness of weight, com- 
pactness, and reliability in every kind of 
camp emergency. 

Abercrombie camping equipment is the re- 


sult of 23 years. experience — not book- 
learned at a 'S, COOKING OUT- 


RIFLES, 5 
CANOES, CLOTHIN G, SHOES — for the 


camping party large or small. Abercrombie 
can guide you toa selection that will satisfy. 


Useful tips on camp equipment are in 
Catalog F. It's free—send for it. 


Going SALT-WATER FISHING this sea- 
son? Let us help you pick out an outfit that 
will fit the fish you’re after and hold them. 


DAVID T. ABERCROMBIE CO. 
311 Broadway (48S EES) New York 
Chicago Agents: Von Lengerke & Antoine 


NOTE NAME AND ADDRESS 
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LIGHT YOUR WAY 


In Camp, Garage, Motor Boat, or Home with 


EVERFADY FLASHLIGHTS 


Powerful — dependable — instant light at the 
touch of your thumb, 

Carry one in your pocket, 

Zz Have one in your auto and 
“4 motor boat tool kits. Keep 
one beside your bed at night 

— always. 

No wires, no matches, no 
danger of fires. Wind and 
rainproof. 

Get Real Service 

EVEREADY Lights combine 
seuray Cases and EVEREADY 

with the famous 
iy VEREADY Tonoston Batter- 
ies which are absolutel - 
anteed for long and ‘useful life. 


4 


No, 2631 
7% styles, from vest pocket to Nickel Tubu 
i; big search lanterns. lar 
. 40,000 ers. If yours can’t 
supply you— write us. = 
Send for Free Mlustrated 
‘atalogue No. 57 


~ AMERICAN EVER READY WORKS 


Of National Carbon Co. 
Long Island City New Test City 


Gun: IUS| 


—D 
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Fifth National 


PRIZE 
FISHING CONTEST 


FOR THE 


RECORD FISH CAUGHT IN 1915 


























CONDITIONS 


First—The fish must be caught with rods and reels as specified,* and in legal season. 
Second—The fish must be weighed on tested scales and measured with a tape measure, 


length to be taken from end oi lower jaw with mouth closed, to tip of tail. 


Third—The affidavit blank printed on the last page of this announcement, or an exact 
copy, must be used in applying for a prize and signed by the man who caught 
the fish, together with two witnesses, and sworn to before a Notary Public 
and his seal affixed. In case any contestant catches a fish when accompanied 
by a single guide, the affidavit as signed upon coming out of the woods by 
himself and guide before a Notary Public stating the circumstances will be 


duly considered. 


Fourth—The weight, length and girth, date, place, and manufacturer’s name and full 
specifications, if possible, of the rod, reel, line and lure (or bait) used in taking 


the fish must be stated. 


Fifth—The winners in each class must send us a short account of how, when and where 
the fish was taken, and what tackle was used in catching the fish. The account 
to be published in Field and Stream. These accounts will not be asked for 


until the prizes have been awarded. 


Sixth—All affidavits must be sent to the Editor of the Prize Fishing Contest, Field and 
Stream, 331 Fourth Avenue, New York. All affidavits in classes designated 
by A, B, and C, must be in our hands within 5 days from closing date of class. 


In all other classes affidavits must be in within 15 days from closing date. 





Seventh—No fish caught from State or private hatchery will be allowed in this contest. 
Eighth—In the Pike and Wall-eyed Pike Classes an outline drawing of the fish must be 
sent in with affidavit, drawing to be made by placing fish on side on large piece 
of paper and drawing an outline of fish with pencil on the paper with fins of 


fish all erect. 


Ninth—In event of two fish weighing and measuring exactly the same number of pounds, 


ounces and fractions, duplicate prizes will be awarded in each case. 
The Judges of this contest will be: Robert H. Davis, Editor Munsey’s; Will H. Dilg, Chicago, IIl.; 
Miller, Editor, Frerp anp Stream; E. F. Warner, Publisher, FieLp AND STREAM; E, M. Gill, 
Fire Club; W. P. Corbett, Charles Frederick Holder. 


In Tarpon Class length of fish is only measurement required. It is not necessary to give weight or girth. 


* Where no special kind of tackle is specified, any tackle is allowable, provided it consists of rod, reel, 


line and lure. 


Be sure to get a photograph of yourself with fish, if possible 


FRESH WATER GAME FISH 
BROOK TROUT (Salvelinus fontinalis) 


CLASS A—For largest Brook Trout caught casting a FLY with Fly Fishing Tackle 


between opening of season and July 31st 


$3.50. Total value $18.50. 
SECOND PRIZE: One selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $10.00; also one No. 
Bristol Fly Rod, made by Horton Mfg. Co., value $6.50. Total value $16.50. 


and one Frostco Hydrostatic line, 50 yards, made by H. J. 
322 





FIRST PRIZE: One Dirigo Trout Fly Rod. length and weight to suit winner, made by F. E. Thomas, 
value $15.00; also one No. 200 Cream City Tackle Box, made by Geuder, Paeschke & Frey, value 





THIRD PRIZE: One Thermos Sportsman’s Kit, made by American Thermos Bottle Co., value $5.00; also 
one Ingersoll Reliance Extra Thin Model Watch, made by Robert H. Ingersoll & Bro., A $3.00; 
Frost & Co., value $3.75. Total value $11.75. 





























Bait and Bait Casting Rods 


Everybody admits the absolute superiority of “BRISTOL” Bait and Bait 
Casting Rods. They hang better in the hand, the line runs more freely, the 
length is just right, the Bait Rods have a locking device for fastening the 
reel as have the Bait Casting Rods without finger hook, the guides are an 
improvement over anything else on the market, the rods are beautifully 
finished, the material and workmanship are of such a superior quality that 
the rods are guaranteed for three years. 


Go to the country where Bait Casting is the major sport and you will 
find “BRISTOL” Rods overwhelmingly predominating. Don’t make the mis- 
take to think that all steel rods are “BRISTOLS.” Unfortunately there are 
imitations. Look on the handle for the trade mark nanie as shown above. 


No. 33. Light Bait Casting Rod, extremely classy............-- $12.00 
No. 35. New Telescopic Joint Locking Bait Casting Rod, $4.50 to 5.50 
No. 27. All Agate, Offset Tip, Bait Casting Rod.............. 11.00 
No. 30. Pocket Bait Casting Rod, new angle agate tip.......... 10.00 


New Silk Wound De Luxe “BRISTOL” Bait Casting Rod in 
Washable De Luxe Glove Leather Silk-lined Case, Full 
POWNTR; WR Nn By asin ci no Cab iyo ds swe aeere eee 25.00 


Send for Catalogue Free 


THE HORTON MANUFACTURING CO. 
81 Horton Street Bristol, Conn. 
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FOURTH PRIZE: One Pigskin Leather Cooper Fly Book, made by Cooper Fly Book Co., value $6.00; 
also one No. 38 Baldwin Camp Lamp, made by John Simmons Co. -» Value $2.00. Total value $8.00. 


CLASS B—For largest Brook Trout caught casting a FLY with Fly Fishing Tackle 


between July 31st and October 31st 

FIRST PRIZE: One Junior Reflex Camera, made by Reflex Camera Co., value $12.00; also one selection 
from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $5.00. Total value $17.00. 

SECOND PRIZE: One selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $10.00; also one Eagle 
Folding Net and Leather Carrying Case, made by Eagle Folding Net Co., value ag and one 
Justrite No. 95 Camper’s Lamp, made by Justrite Mfg. Co., value $2.00. Total value $15. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Gillette Safety Razor set, made by Gillette Safety Razor Co., value Gaese also one 
Persian Alligator ys Fly Book, made by Cooper Fly Book Co., value $4.50. Total value $12.50. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Martin Automatic Reel, made by Martin Automatic Reel Co., value $5.00; also 
one Stopple Kook Kit, made by Stopple Kook Kit Co., value $2.50; and two cans Michigan Mosquito 
Dope, made by R. C. Kruschke, value $1.20. Total value $8. 70. 


GRAND PRIZE—For largest Brook Trout caught during season 1915 with Fly: 


Oil Painting of Brook Trout by H. A. Driscole—Value $75.00 
LADIES’ SPECIAL PRIZE: One five-pound box - Huyler’s Assorted Chocolates. 


RAINBOW TROUT (Salmo irideus) 


GRAND PRIZES—For Rainbow Trout caught between April 1st and October 15th 
FIRST PRIZE: One 9%-foot, 53%4-ounce Fly Rod, made by Edward F. Payne. Value $25.00. 
SECOND PRIZE: One selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $10.00; also one Kelso 
Quick-apart Quadruple Reel (80 yard), made by H. 7. Frost & Co., value $8.50. Total value $18.50. 
THIRD PRIZE: One 80-yard jeweled Worth Reel, made by Enterprise Mfg. Co., value $7.50; also one 
hree Years’ Subscription to FIELD anp STREAM, value $4.50. Total value $12. 00. 
FOURTH PRIZE: One Russian Leather Cooper Fly Book, made by Cooper Fly Book Co., value $4.50; 
also one Frostco Combination Steel Rod, 9% feet long, made by H. J. Frost & Co., value egg and 
two cans Michigan Mosquito Dope, made by R. €. Kruschke, value $1.20. Total value $8.7 


SPECIAL HONOR PRIZES—For Rainbow Trout Caught with Fly on Fly Tackle 
FIRST PRIZE: One VesTong Hunting and Fishing Coat, made by VesTong Mfg. Co., value $7.00; 
also one VesTong Hunting and Fishing Pants, made by VesTong Mfg. Co., value $5.50; and one 
60-yard jeweled Worth Reel, made by Enterprise Mfg. Co., value $7.00. Total value $19.50. 
SECOND PRIZE: One Pfleuger Redifor Anti Back Lash Reel, made by Enterprise Mfg. Co., value 
$7.50; also one Eagle Folding Net and Leather Carrying Case, made by Eagle Folding Net Co., value 
$3. 50. Total value $11.00. 
LADIES’ SPECIAL PRIZE: One five-pound box of Huyler’s Assorted Chocolates. 


BROWN TROUT 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Brown Trout caught casting a FLY with Fly Fishing 
Tackle, between April 15th and October Ist, 1915 

FIRST PRIZE: One Vernley Fly Rod, made by Horrocks-Ibbotson c. value $15.00; also a two years’ 
subscription to FIELD Anp STREAM, value $3.00. Total value $18. 

SECOND PRIZE: One Thermos Sportsman’s Kit, made by American _g Bottle Co., value $5.00; 
also one selection of A. F. Meisselbach & Bros. to value of $10.00. Total value $15.00 

THIRD PRIZE: Selection from catalog of Schoverling, Daly & Gales to value = $10.00; also one Stopple 
Kook . made by Stopple Kook Kit Co., value $2.50. Total value $12. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Martin Automatic Reel, made by Martin Automatic Reel Co., value $5.00; also 
one Essie Folding Net and Leather Carrying Case, made by Eagle Folding Net Co., value $3.50. 
Total value $8.50. 


LAKE TROUT—TOGUE (Christivomer namaycush) 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Lake Trout caught between April 1st and October Ist 
FIRST PRIZE: One No. 1 5x7 Film Premo Camera, made by Rochester Optical Co., value $16.00; also 
one selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie, to value of $5.00. Total value $21.00. 

SECOND PRIZE: One Ecruette Sportsman’s Style Compac Tent, made by Compac Tent Co value 
$11.50; also a three years’ subscription to FreELp anp STREAM, value $4.50. Total value $15.00. 
THIRD PRIZE: One selection from catalog of A. F. Meisselbach & Bros., to value of $10.00; also one 
Ingersoll Wrist Watch, made by Robert H. Ingersoll & Bro., value $2 50. Total value $12.50 ‘ 
FOURTH PRIZE: One selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $5.00; also one No. 38 
Baldwin Camp Lamp, made by John Simmons Co., value $2.00; and two cans Michigan Mosquito 

Dope, made by R. C. Kruschke, value $1.20. Total value $8.20. 


LANDLOCKED SALMON, OR OUNANICHE 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Landlocked Salmon caught from April 1st to Oct. 1st 


FIRST — One Pneumatic Mattress selected from catalog to value of $22.00, made by Pneumatic 


SECOND PRIZE: One Remington Model 12A .22 caliber repeating rifle, made by Remington Arms- 
e: M. C. Cartridge Co., value $10.50; also one Utica Automatic Reel, made by Horrocks-Ibkotson 
Co., value $5.00. Total "value $15.50. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Kelso 50-Yard Automatic Reel, made by H. J. Frost & Co,, value $5.00; also one 
se years’ subscription to Fretp anp STREAM, value $4.50; and one No. 29 Baldwin Camp Lamp, 

by John Simmons Co., value $1.50. Total value $11.00. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Yawman & Erbe No. A Reel, made by Horrocks-Ibbotson Co., value $7.00; also one 

Milburn Acetylene Hand Lamp, made by Alexander Milburn Co., value $1.75. Total value $8.75. 


SMALL MOUTH BLACK BASS (Micropterus dolemieu) 


CLASS A—For Small Mouth Bass caught between opening of season and July 15th 

FIRST PRIZE: One No. 33 Bristol Bait Casting Rod, made by Horton Mfg. Co., value $12.00; also 
one pair No. 210, 10-inch height, Hunting Boots, made by Mohawk Moce: ie Go value $6.00; and one 
selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $5. Total value $23 

SECOND PRIZE: Five Quick Change Bass Baits, made by Skvor & Co., ar "$10. 00; also 200 yards 
Hastings Silk Casting Line, made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co., value $5.00; and one Hastings 
Casting Reel, made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co., value $3.75. Total value $18.75. 

THIRD PRIZE: One selection from catalog of James L. Donaly to value of $10.00; also one No. 29 
aldwin Camp Lamp, made by John Simmons Co., value $1.50; and one VesTong Automatic Cleaning 
Rod, for Shotguns, made by VesTong Mfg. Co., value 50c. Total value $12.00, 

FOURTH P PRIZE: One Stockford Open Spool Casting Reel, made by Stockford Reel Co., value $6.00; 
also one Justrite No. 95 Campers’ Lamp, made by Justrite Mfg. Co., value $2.00. Total valus $8.00. 
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’ y SS Me C An American Product 


“King of Table Waters” 

















PARKLING, bubbling Clysmic 
has no equal among the imported 
waters. Its health-giving ingredi- 

ents build red cheeks and bully spirits. 


Order Clysmic today for camp, club, 
hotel or home. Your dealer has it 
or will quickly get it. 


CLYSMIC SPRING CO. 
Waukesha, Wisconsin, U.S.A. 
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“EXPERT” Minnows—July and August Offer, 3 for $1.00 
Keeling’s St. Johns Wiggle was the big Bass success of the 
winter on the St. Johns River, Florida. It wiggles more like 
Why Lose the Prize F'ish? a live minnow than most wigglers. Attach line to the tail 
We fishermen all know the trouble with ordinary end and you have a different wiggle. Add Spinners we 





* os furnish and it makes a regular top bait. 
tackle and many are the “lakers”, bass, salmon, PRICE COMPLETE WITH SPINNERS 75 CENTS 
pickerel, etc., that we have lost because “he stole We want you to try our baits and for July and August we 
the minny.” offer 1 Wiggle and 2 Underwater Minnows for $1.00. Prepaid 
Don’t give this excuse again, because you will be on receipt of price. If you do not want them we give you 


your money back. Or you can use them all summer. Return 


asked if you used in October and we give your money back less 10c for the use 


“THE PERFECT LIVE MINNOW TACKLE” of each bait. We are not afraid to make this offer as we 
designed by a man that has pulled in a few of the big ones himself. know what our baits will do. Will others make you the same 
ay Boies, li a ll ott 
It's all in the little annealed wire prongs offer to try their baits. a ‘ 
which will fit any foe socom bent, 35c. ORDER OFFER F. 
THE PIERCE COMPANY - Meriden, Conn. KEELING BAIT & TACKLE_CO. - - Rockford, lil. 























The moderate man isa boon to the community. Being 
neither narrow minded nor over indulgent he is the balance 
wheel of American life. 


And it is to the moderate man that we direct our best 


effort in making a remarkably mild and mellow Whiskey 
—Wilson—Real Wilson—That’s All. 


The Whiskey for which we invented the Non-Refillable Bottle. 


FREE CLUB RECIPES—Free booklet of famous club recipes for 
mixed drinks. Address Wilson, 321 Fifth Ave., N.Y. That's All! 
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CLASS B—For Small Mouth Bass caught between July 16th and August 15th, inc. 

FIRST PRIZE: One Detroit Refrigerator Grip for fish, in shape of traveling bag, made by Detroit 
Refrigerator Grip Co., value $15.00; also one South Bend Anti Back Lash Casting Reel, value $7.50; 
one $4.50 selection of Buck Tail Baits and Minnows, made by South Bend Bait Co., total value $12. 00. 
Total value $27.00. 

SECOND PRIZE: One selection from catalog of Hartung Brothers & Co., to value of oes 00; also Hilde- 
brandt Spinners, made by J. : Hildebrandt Co. to value of $10.00. Total value $20.00 

THIRD PRIZE: One selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to oy of $10.00; also one two-years’ 
subscription to Fietp AND STREAM, value $3.00. otal value $13. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Four Wilson’s Fluted Wobblers, four Wilson’s Ni vee! Wobblers, four Wilson’s Cupped 
Wobblers. made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co. Value $9.00. 


CLASS C—For Small Mouth Bass caught between August 16th and October 3st, inc. 

FIRST PRIZE: One of H. A. Driscole’s Famous Bass Paintings. Value $75.00, 

SECOND PRIZE: One Jim Tiedden Bait Casting Rod, made by James Heddon Sons, value $15.00; also 
one Tripart Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bros., value $3.00. Total value $18.00. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Alaska Hunting Jacket, made by George F. Webber, value $5.00; also one selection 
— catalog of Buck Tail Baits, Spinner Hooks, Minnows and Spoons, made by South Bend Bait Co., 
value $7.50. Total Value $12. 50. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One pair 10-inch height Sporting Shoes, hand sewed, two buckles at oP, rte 
we made by M. L. Getchell Co., value $6.00; also one Frostco 120-Yard Reel, made by H. J. Frost 

& Co.. value $3.00. Total value $9.00. 


GRAND PRIZE—For largest Small Mouth Bass caught during season: 


One Aerothrust Twin Cylinder Rowboat Motor, gasoline or kerosene operated, made 


by Aerothrust Engine Co. Value $64.75. 
SPECIAL LADIES’ PRIZE. One five-pound box of Huyler’s Assorted Chocolates. 
SPECIAL JUVENILE PRIZE: One Maxim Silencer for .22 Rifle, made by Maxim Silencer Co., value 
$5.00; also one Hastings Casting Reel, made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co., value $3.75. Total 


value $8.75. 
SPECIAL HONOR PRIZES—For Small Mouth Bass caught on Fly with Fly Tackle 
FIRST — One Free Spool Takapart De Luxe Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bros. Value 


SECOND * PRIZE: One Stockford Open Spool Casting Reel, made by Stockford Reel Co. Value $6.00. 


LARGE MOUTH BLACK BASS (Micropterus Salmoides) 
NORTHERN DIVISION—North of Mason and Dixon Line. 
CLASS A—For.Large Mouth Bass caught between opening of season and July 15th 

FIRST PRIZE: One Ithaca ae meg ay Shotgun, Grade 1%, Damascus steel barrels, line engraving, 

made by Ithaca Gun Co. Value $50 
SECOND PRIZE: One Model 1912 .22 Caliber Savage Repeating Rifle, made by Savage Arms Co., value 

$12.00; also one selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $5.00. Total value $17.00. 
THIRD PRIZE: One_ assortment Keeling’s Expert Minnows, made by Keeling Bait Co., value $10.00; 

also four Vacuum Baits in colors, made by Vacuum Bait Co., value $3.00. Total value $13.00. 
FOURTH PRIZE: One assortment 12 South Bend Minnow Baits, made by South Bend Bait Co., value 


$7.00; also one Milburn Acetylene Hand Lamp, made by Alexander Milburn Co., value $1.75. Total 
value $8.75. 


CLASS B—For Large Mouth Bass caught between July 16th and August 15th, inc. 
FIRST PRIZE: One Abercrombie Snow Tent, size 7x7, made by David T. Abercrombie Co. Value $30.00. 
SECOND PRIZE: One pair Gitchee Gamee 15-inch Height Shoes, with strap and buckle at top, No. B 

1175, made by Northern Shoe Co., value $10.00; also one assortment Keeling’s Expert Minnows, made 
by Keeling Bait Co., value $10.00. Total value $20.00. 

THIRD PRIZE: One No. 11 Bristol Bait Rod, agate tip and guides, reversible cork handle, made by 
Horton Mfg. Co., value $8.50; also one Ecruette Poncho, made by Compac Tent Co., value $4.80. 
Total value $13.30. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One $5.00 set of Spoon Baits, made by S. E. Knowles, value $5.00; give one Hastings 
Casting Reel, made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co., value $3.75. Total value $8.7 


CLASS C—For Large Mouth Bass caught between August 16th and eae 31st, inc. 

FIRST PRIZE: One Columbia Phonograph, made by Columbia Graphophone Co. Value $35.00 

SECOND PRIZE: One selection from catalog of Moonlight Bait Co. to value of $10.00; aiso 200 
yards Hastings Silk Casting Line, made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co., value $3.60; and one 
Rtyle E Sextoblade Razor in leather case with soap and collapsible shaving brush, made by Edward 
Week & Son, value $5.00. Total value $18.60. 

THIRD PRIZE: One selection from catalog of W. J. Jamison, to value of $10.00; giso one No. 38 Bald- 
win Camp Lamp, made by John Simmons Co., Value $2.00. Total value $12.0 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Thermos Sportsman’s Kit, made by American Thermos a. Co., value $5.00; 
also one Ingersoll Junior Watch, made by Robert H. Ingersoll & Bro., value $2.00; and one Milburn 
Acetylene Hand Lamp, made by Alexander Milburn Co., value $1.75. Total value $8.75. 


GRAND PRIZE—For Largest Large Mouth Bass caught between opening of season 
and October 31st: One Ferro Rowboat Motor, with Kingston Float Feed Carbu- 
retor, Bosch High Tension Reversible Magneto and Rudder, made by the Ferro 
Machine & Foundry Co., value $85.00. 

SPECIAL LADIES’ PRIZE: One five-pound box of Huyler’s Assorted Chocolates. 

SPECIAL JUVENILE PRIZE: One two-years’ subscription to Fretp anp StreEAM, value $3.00; also 
one Milburn Acetylene Hand .%\; made by Alexander Milburn Co., value $1.75: and two cans 
Michigan Mosquito Dope made by R. C. Kruschke, value $1.20. Total value $5.95. 


LARGE MOUTH BLACK BASS (Micropterus Salmoides) 
SOUTHERN DIVISION—South of Mason and Dixon Line. 
CLASS A—For Large Mouth Bass caught between January ist and June 30th, inc. 
— ae: One No. 33 Talbot Sapphire Jeweled Reel, made by Talbot Reel and Mfg. Co. Value 


SECOND PRIZE: One Meridan Model 15 .22 Caliber Repeating Rifle, made by Sears, Roebuck & Co., 
value $12.00; ive one Jim Heddon Bait Casting Rod, made by James Heddon Sons, value $6.00. 
Total value $18. 

THIRD PRIZE: Selection of Heddon’s Dowagiac Minnows, made by James Heddon Sons, value $4.50; 
also one Oxford Gray Shooting Jacket, made by H. H. Kiffe, value — 00; and four Vacuum Baits 
in colors, made by Vacuum Bait Co. value $3.00. Total value $12.5 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Camp Cot, made the Gold Medal ae a Co., value $3.00: also one 
Ingersoll Reliance Extra Thin Model Watch made by Robert H. Ingersoll & Bro., value $3.00; and 


three “Chippewa” Bass Baits, 3%4 inches, revolving spinner in body, made by C. J. Frost, value $2.55. 
Total value $8.55. 
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of the deep” tests your 

skill—and tests your tackle, 
too. Whether you fish from a 
boat or wade into white surf, you 
must have tackle that salt water 
can’t hurt and that is strong 
enough to land your big fish. 
You never can tell till you’re 
fishing how much you depend 
on the tackle maker’s word. 


No userisking your fun—and your 
money, too—just with anything 
you find on your dealer’s shelves. 
It’s the same whether you fre- 
quent mountain lakes, inland 
streams, or the big salt seas— 
you must have “fishing tackle 
that’s fit for fishing.”’ 


G OING after “finny monsters 


To get it, look for the Sign of the 
Leaping Dolphin” 


—the distinguishing mark on rod 
and reel, hook and line, in city, 
town or camp, of quality and 
reputation ; 


—the guarantee of a hundred 
years of intelligent and reliable 
tackle making ; 


—the sign of Abbey & Imbrie, 
makers of “fishing tackle that’s 
fit for fishing.” 


New illustrated catalog “F” (236 pages) 
sent on receipt of parcel postage (10 
cents) to any angler who will give us his 
tackle dealer's name. 


ABBEY & IMBRIE, 18 Vesey St., N. Y. City 


Established 1820 














We guarantee advertising on this page provided you mention FIELD AND 


STREAM 
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CLASS B—For Large Mouth Bass caught between July 1st and Dec. 3ist, inc. 

FIRST PRIZE: One assortment Keeling’s Expert Minnows, made by Keeling Bait Co., value $10.00; 
also four Wilson’s Fluted henge sa four Wilson’s Winged Wobblers, four Wilson’s Cupped W obblers, 
made by Hastings ~ ee Goods Co., value $9.00; and one selection from catalog of Abbey & 
Imbrie to value of $5.00 otal value $24.00. 

SECOND PRIZE: One Gillette Safety Razor set, made by Gillette Safety Razor Co., value $8.00; also one 
selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $10.00. Total value $18.00 

THIRD PRIZE: One Duxbak Coat, either hunting or fishing model, made by Bird, Jones & Kenyon, 
value $5.00; also one Meisselbach Automatic Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & ’Bros., value $3.50; 
and four Vacuum Baits in colors, made by Vacuum Bait Co., value $3.00. Total value $11.50. 

cost: PRIZE: One Style E Sextoblade Razor in leather case with soap and collapsible brush, made 
by Edward Weck & Son, value $5.00; gine one Hastings Casting Reel, made by Hastings Sporting 
Goods Co., value $3.75. Total value $8. 


Maryland, Delaware, Virginia and West Virginia Division 


For Large Mouth Black Bass Caught during the season “within the State laws 
FIRST PRIZE: One No. 3 Jeweled Meek Reel, made by B. F. Meek & Sons. Value $32.00, 
SECOND PRIZE: One No. 041% Moose Head Brand Knee-length Sporting Boots, made by John 
Palmer Co., value $10.00; also one $5.00 set of Spoon Baits, made by S. E. Knowl es, value $5.00; 
and four Vacuum Baits in colors, made by Vacuum Bait Co., value $3.00. Total value $18. 


THIRD PRIZE: One selection from catalog of Fred S. Sabey Co. to value of $12.00; _ one Justrite 
No. 95 Campers’ Lamp, made by Justrite Mfg. Co., value $2.00. Total value $12.0 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Hastings Casting Reel, made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co., _ $3.75; also 
one Abercrombie Frame Pack, made by David T. Abercrombie Co., value $4.00; and two cans 


Michigan Mosquito Dope, made by R. C. Kruschke, value $1.20. Total value $8.95, 


GRAND PRIZE—For largest Large Mouth Bass caught during season: One of H. A. 
Driscole’s famous Bass Paintings—Value $75.00 

SPECIAL LADIES’ PRIZE: One five-pound box of Huyler’s Assorted Chocolates. Value $4.00, 

SPECIAL HONOR PRIZES—For Large Mouth Bass caught casting a FLY with Fly Fishing Tackle. 

FIRST PRIZE: One Navajo Sweater Coat, made by Bradley Knitting Co., value $10.00; also 200 yards 
Hasting Silk Casting Line, made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co., value $5.00. Total value $15.00 

SECOND PRIZE: One Duxbak Coat, either hunting or fishing model, made by Bird, Jones & Kenyon, 
value $5.00; also one Hastings Casting Reel, made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co., value $3.75. 
Total value $8.75. 


GREAT NORTHERN PIKE (Esox Lucius) (See Condition No. 8) 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Pike caught between May ist and October 81st, inc. 


FIRST PRIZE: One selection from catalog of W. J. Jamison to value of $10.00; also one pair 12-inch 
height Witch Elk Hunting Boots, made by Wiichelt Sheill Co., value $10.00; and 200 yards Hastings 
Silk Casting Line, made by Hastings Sporting Geods Co., v alue $5.00. Total value $25.00. 


SECOND PRIZE: One selection from catalog of W. J. Jamison to value of $10.00; also one Milburn 
Coe OO, Campers’ Table Lamp and Lantern, made by Alexander Milburn Co., value $6.00. Total 
value 

THIRD PRIZE; One assortment 22 South Bend Buck Tail Baits and Weedless Hooks, made by South 
Bend Bait Co., ee $7.00; also one $5.00 set oi Spoon Baits, made by S. E. Knowles, value $5.00. 
Total value $12.0 

FOURTH PRIZE: One three-years’ subscription to Fretp AND STREAM, value $4.50; also one Ingersoll 


Wrist Watch, made by Robert H. Ingersoll & Bro., value $2.50; and one Milburn Acetylene Hand 
Lamp, made by Alexander Millburn Co., value $1.75. Total value $8.75. 


MUSCALLONGE (Esox Nobilior) 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Muscallonge caught between May ist and Oct. 31st, inc. 
FIRST PRIZE: One 1915 Evinrude Row Boat Motor, with automatic reverse and 


waterproof built-in magneto, made by Evinrude Motor Co., value $80.00. 

SECOND PRIZE: One assortment Keeling’s Expert Minnows, made by Keeling Bait Co., value $10.00; 
also four Wilson’s Fluted Wobblers, four Wilson’s Winged Ww obblers, four Wilson’s Cupped W obblers, 
made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co., value $9.00. Total value ’$19 00. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Abercrombie Cook Outfit, made by David T. Abercrombie Co., value $10.00; also 
three “Chippewa” Muscallonge Baits, 5 inches, with revolving spinner in body, made am Cc. J Frost, 
value $3.00. Total value $13.00. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One three-years’ subscription to Fretp anp Stream, value $4.50; also one Justrite 
ne. 95 Campers’ Lamp, made by — Mfg. Co., value $2.00; and three “Chippewa” Skipper 

Swimming and Jumping Baits, made b J. Frost, value $2.25. Total value $8.75. 
LADIES’ PRIZE: One five- pound box Ys Huyler’s Assorted Chocolates. 


WALL EYED PIKE—PIKE PERCH (See Condition No. 8) 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Wall-eyed Pike caught from May ist to October 31st 
FIRST PRIZE: One Joymotor Outboard Motor, with reversing propeller and high 


tension magneto, made by Joy Engineering Co. Value $75.00. 

SECOND PRIZE: One selection from the catalog of James L. Donaly to value of $10.00; also 200 yards 
Hastings Silk Casting Line, made by Hastings Sporting Goods Co. * = $5.00; and one Stopple Kook 
Kit, made by Stopple Kook Kit Co., value $2.50. Total value $17 

THIRD PRIZE: One $5.00 set of Spocn Baits, made by S. E. An cay Co., value $5.00; also one selec- 
tion of Heddon’s Dowagiac Minnows, made by James Heddon & Sons, value $4.50; and three 
“Chippewa” Pike Baits, 4-inch body, made by C. J. Frost, value $2.70. Total value $12.20. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Takapart Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bros., value $4.00; also one Ingersoll 
unior Watch, made by Robert H. “nooenell & Bro., value $2.00; and one Justrite No. 95 Campers’ 

amp, made by Justrite Mfg. Co., value $2.00; one year’s sub. to FrELD anp StrEAM. Total value $9.50, 


SALT WATER GAME FISH 


BLUEFISH (Pometomus Saltatrix) 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Bluefish caught between Ma ay 1st and October 31st 
FIRST PRIZE: One Comfort Sleeping Pocket, made by Metropolitan Air Goods Co. Value $25.00. — 
SECOND PRIZE: One Neptune Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & ores. a value $10.00; also one selection 
from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $5.00. Total value $15. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Interchangeable Lens Lamp, Style 2, made by R. c Kruschke, value $7.00; also one 
three-years’ subscription to Fre.p anp STREAM, value $4.50. ‘otal value $11 

FOURTH PRIZE: One 5 mgd | Wrist Watch, made by Robert H. Ingersoll & a "value $2. 50; also one 
No. 29 Baldwin Camp mp, made by John Co Co., value $1.50; and one selection from catalog 


of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $5.00. Total value $9.00. 
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Nights In Camp 
More Cheerful 


Fishing, Boating, Tramping, etc., fully occupy your daylight hours, but 
what of the hours twixt daylight and bedtime? There’s very little satis- 
faction in trying to read by the aid of a flickering candle or smoky oil lamp 
and it is hard to become interested in the ‘‘after-supper-game,”” if it’s 
troublesome to see the spots on the cards. Why suffer such discomforts ? 


The Baldwin Carbide Lamp 


Makes Night in Camp as Pleasant as Daylight 


Can be used as a tent light, carried as a hand lantern or worn on 
cap or belt, leaving hands free for handling rod, oars or gun. 
The Baldwin Makes and Burns (Acetylene) Gas. 
It uses carbide. You can bey, this at any bicycle or hardware 
store, two pounds cost 25c and this much will run the lamp for 

hours. Gives three times as much light as the best electric 
lantern. No i. no grease, no smoke, no glass to break, lights 
without matches 

TRY THIS LAMP FOR 10 DAYS 

Upon receipt of price, we will send yor the lamp you select. Use it for 10 days. If you 
do not find it the best lamp you ever used, send it back and we will return your money. 


What De Yeu Knew About Knots? If you want to know about knots, we will send you our booklet, «‘Knote and 
How to Tie Them.” This tells by picture and description how to tie many kinds of knots. Write for it, it’s free. 


JOHN SIMMONS COMPANY, * fravin, 5+ 






Weight 6 oz. 


No. 30 


$1.00 


165 Bleury St., Montreal, Can. 255 Hansford BI’k, San Francisco, Cal, Postage Prepaid 
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¢ LICKING STOVE WORKS, Newark, Ohio 





Yy——. 





~_eeeeeereeeerreeeereee 


Yamp 2 Hole Folding 
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Get next to our 


Money Saving Prices aj 


& 1 and Fishing Tackle Catalog G 


in Motor Boat Catalog B 


Baking Oven, Made Made of Bheet Catalogs mailed free 

of Sheet Steel. When Steel, when fold- 

folded package meas- ed package E. J. WILLIS CO, 

ures 30x19x6 inches. measures 19x19x5 85 Chambers St. N. Y.C. 
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Meek Reels have, in te 









| Won Most Trophies 


n years, won four toone International Trophies over 
ANY other reel and two toone over ALL other reels 
combined. By giving years of satisfactory service 


MEEK REELS 


have earned A The real reel is the Meek 
their repu- perfection, not cheapness, 

tation for dealer for the “Meek.” 
superiority 












Reel. Onur aim is 
Ask any first-class 
If he can’tsupply 


you, write us direct for catalogue F, 


B. F. Meek oe Sons, Inc. 


article is 
worth its 3 U'f'r's Meek and Blue Grass Reels 
Low Tackle Box $3.00 — New Pocket Screw Driver and Oiler 50c flo. 1450 $. 18th St. LOUISVILLE, KY. 
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GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Weakfish caught between May ist and October 3ist 

FIRST PRIZE: One Improved Ocean King 350-Yard Keel, made by H. J. Frost & Co., value $14.00; 
also one Stopple Kook Kit, made by Stopple Kook Kit Co., value $2.50. Total value $16.50. 

SECOND PRIZE: One Oxford Gray Shooting Jacket, made by H. H. Kiffe, value $5.00; also one 
selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $5.00; and two years’ subscription to FieELD AND 
StreEAM, value $3.00. Total value $13.00 

THIRD PRIZE: One selection from catalog of New_York Sporting Goods Co. to value of $10.00; also 
one Ingersoll Junior Watch, made by Robert H. Ingersoll & Bro., value $2.00. Total value $12.00, 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Stopple Kook Kit, made by Stopple Kook Kit Co., value $2.50; also one North- 
western Clasp Knife, made by R. C, Kruschke, value $2.50; and one Ingersoll Reliance Extra Thin 
Model Watch, made by Robert H. Ingersoll & Bro., value $3.00. Total value $8.00. 


SPECIAL PRIZE: For Largest Weakfish caught on 5'-ounce, or less, rod, length not less than 4% 
feet, 9 thread, or less, line: One selection from catalog of Marble Arms and Mfg. Co. Value $10.00, 


STRIPED BASS (Roccus lineatus) 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Striped Bass caught between May ist and October 31st 


FIRST PRIZE: One Ithaca Hammerless Shotgun, Grade 1%, Damascus steel barrels, line engraving, 
made by Ithaca Gun Co. Value 00. 

SECOND PRIZE: One 10-ounce Army Duck Wall Tent, size 8x T0, height at center 6% feet, made by 
George B. Carpenter Co., value $15.00; also one Parker Press-The-Button Self Filling Fountain Pen, 
made by Parker Pen Co., value $5.00. Total value $20.00. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Oxford Gray Shooting Jacket, made by H. H. Kiffe, value $5.00; also one Thermos 
Sportsman’s Kit, made by American Thermos Bottle Co., value $5.00; and one Milburn Acetylene 
Hand Lamp, made by Alexander Milburn Co., value $1.75. Total value $11.75. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One pair Russell Neverleak Moccasin Boots, made by W. C. Russell Moccasin Co., 
value $9.00; also one Western Outing Knife, made by R. C. Kruschke, value $1.50. Total value 


$10.50. 
LADIES’ PRIZE: One Parker Jack Knife Safety Fountain Pen, made by Parker Pen Co., value $5.00; 
also one Ingersoll Wrist Watch, made by Robert H. Ingersoll & Bro., value $2.50. Total value $7.50. 


CHANNEL BASS (Sciaena ocellata) 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Channel Bass caught between April 1st and October 31st 


FIRST PRIZE: One Columbia Phonograph, made by Columbia Graphophone Co. Value $35.00. 

SECOND PRIZE: One “Rite Lite” Nifty Balloon Silk Tent, 5x7, with sewed-in floor, made by Indian- 
apolis Tent Co., value $12.00; also one selection from catalog of Abbey & Imbrie to value of $5.00. 
Total value $17.00. 

THIRD PRIZE: One pair Gokey Boots, selected from catalog to value of $10.00; also two years’ sub- 
scription to FIELD AND STREAM, value $3.00. Total value $13.00. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Thermos Sportsman’s Kit, made by American Thermos Bottle Co., value $5.00; 
also two cans Michigan Mosquito Dope, made by R. C. Kruschke, value $1.20; and one Komfort 
Lantern, made by R. C, Kruschke, value $4.50. Total value $10.70. 


TARPON (Megalops Atlanticus) 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For longest Tarpon caught Jan. 1st, 1915, to Jan. 1st, 1916 
FIRST PRIZE: One Columbia aeacannae, made by Columbia Graphophone Co. Value $35.00. 
eet «meet One Alamo Motion Picture Camera, made by Simplex Photo Products Co. Value 


THIRD PRIZE: One No. 26 Tarpon Rod, cork handle, made by Horton Mfg. Co. Value $14.00. 


FOURTH PRIZE: One 300 candle-power Coleman Arc Lantern, complete, made by Coleman Lamp Co. 
Value $10.00, 


SPECIAL PRIZES FOR ALL WINNERS 


A. F. Meisselbach '& Bro. will present to each and every prize winner in the Con- 
test one of their Utility Scales, one “Good Luck” Fish Scraper, and One Drop Oil 
Can. Total value 50 cents. 

NOTICE 


It is impossible, with the number of prizes and limited space, to give the proper 
description and illustration of these valuable prizes. By writing the manufacturers rep- 
resented, a complete catalog will be sent showing full description of any prize in which 


you are interested. 

AFFIDAVIT 
I hereby swear to statement signed by me before two witnesses and a notary public. 
eS i 2 errr 
When caught .......... 
Re Or Pree 
ee ee a sips fata a citaloarand 
Caught by (Signed)... 
EEC oP rer 
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The GAIL Sleeping -Bag 


is the outcome of years of practical camping experience in the woods. 
It is the embodiment of those features so essential to real camping com- 
fort, and note this—the GAIL Sleeping-Bag weighs only 3% pounds—won- 
derful when the time comes to put your pack on your bac 
Absolutely water-proof, insect-proof, and unexcelled for accessibility. 


Write now and let us send you circular fully explaining this unequaled camp” 


ing adjunct, 
G. W. GAIL, Jr. Portland, Maine 











™ CLARK 
Hand DDR Y FLY mace 


RODS 


Long papemienes in fishing with the Dry Fly has given 
me the knowledge necessary for perfecting a rod for this 
purpose, as the rod ordinarily used for wet-fly casting is 
not at all adapted to casting the Dry Fly. 

hese rods are made in the most careful manner, of the 
finest —_ split bamboo, with best German silver water- 


proofed, welted ferrules. Narrow agate first guide and 
cone tops. Warranted perfect in workmanship and ma- 
terials. 

Price $25.00. 

Write for complete description and terms of inspection. 
H. B. CLARK Bellaire, Mich. 











The Livest of the “Live Ones”—Try 
This New Floater, Diver and Wiggler! 


Brought out at the close of 1914’s season, this new 
artificial minnow leaped into instant popularity. You 
will see all “the boys” with them this year—and 
they’ll bring in more than their share of the big 
strings. 

The result of thirty-four years of tackle-building 
experience, “The Pfluegers” present this 


PFLUEGER “SURPRISE” MINNOW 


to anglers in the belief that it is the highest development and 

refinement in artificial bait design and workmanship. Our 

reputation as ‘‘the largest fishing tackle builders in the world” 

stands behind this bait. 

The ‘Surprise’ is a floating bait which dives the instant 

reeling in is commenced, the depth being controlled by the 

speed of reeling. As it comes in its peculiar construction 

causes the bait to wiggle and dart about with the eccentric 
movements of a live minnow—the motions that arouse the 
combative instincts of the oa bass. Upon stopping reeling. 

the bait rises to the surfac 

Made in seven color blends. “as follows: 

No. 3914 Luminous Enamel all over-- 3917 White Enamel Fa tadiaaess 
Red Throat Cracked Back, Red Throat 

No. 3918 White yt, * pally. --Green 


No. = White Ename! al! over---Red and Red Spots, R 


No. 3919 White Enamel — 
No. 3916 White Enamel Belly—Rain- Back, Red Throat 
bow Back, Red Throat No. 3920 Yellow Perch---Red Throat 


at your dealer’s. If he hasn't 


See the ‘Pflueger Surprise’ 
or $2.50 for an 


his supply yet, send 75c for sample bait, 
assortment of 4. 

Write for free copy “‘Tips on Tackle’’ 
information to anglers. 


THE ENTERPRISE MFG. CO., Dept. 2, Akron, Ohio 
Akron Fishing Tackle a a Successors to The American 
ish Hook Co. Established 1864. 


containing interesting 
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It’s Easy to Reload! 


If you haven’t time to cast bul- 
lets, we furnish hand made 
bullets for any caliber at 
low prices. You then 
merely decap and re-cap 
shell, insert powder and 
crimp shell on to bullet. 
Doesit pay? You can reload 
100 .32-40 smokeless short range 
cartridges (buying ” the bullets) in half an hour at a 
total expense of 77c.; casting bullets yourself, 38c.; 
the new factory cartridges cost you $2.52 per 100. 1 
The Ideal Hand Book tells about reloading all rifle, pis- 
tol and shotgun ammunition; free for 3 stamps postage. 


e Marlin Firearms ©. 


3 Willow Street New Haven, Conn. 
\\ 

FAKIT COMPLETE j0fj, 

WITHOUT 
Carry a bottle in your grip. It's f— 

stainless and odorless. The best lubri- 
cating oil ever refined ; in a class by 
itself for use on firearms and reels. 
Will not gum or chill. Contains 
no acid. PREVENTS RUST. 


All hardware and pone goods stores 
sell it. Large bottle, cheaper to buy, 
25 cents; trial size, 10 cents. § 




















Don’t use expensive 
ammunition where a cheap 
cartridgeis just as good. Buya 


Mlarlin 


Rim Fire Repeater 
for squirrels, rabbits, hawks, 
woodchucks, skunks, muskrats, 
foxes, etc.—and save price of 
your rifle in the reduced cost 
of cartridges, 
-25 Rim Fire—cheap, po’ 
etal — reliable — will kill 
oxes, skunks, woodchucks, .22 Lever Action 
kr: q kl} 

aan oon ae Model 1897-the 
ammunition. 

7 the werld. ‘Take-down; 
Model 27 Marlin is the ovis to aed ane 
only repeater made forthis clean; tool steel working 
sp eadie cartridge—so, parts; Ivory Bead sight; 


a erfulit isusedsuc va steady and reliable asa 
lly for deer, so cheap game ihe. With 24- 


SS ” 
yeu = — freely Ge Leng Th met 50; = 
at sii nse, 
Tate. wng aoe ‘Qetzgon, $16.09 0. GModel | | |The Brilliant Searchlight 


down; with 24-inch Round bar- 

















NO SPORTSMANS 















up to 200 yards 






















SOAs 


























wth 24 tach rel, $12.15; Octagon, $13.15. 
=. 15; 
ictagon, = — 
$15.00." ) 22 ionc rir. 
-22 Pump Action 
Model 29 has 23-inch Round This is the light to show your way through the woods when 
barrel ; abecoyres : a first-class re- hunting, fishing , driving or doing any kind of night work. It has 
peating rifle; 15 shots; $9.25. —— locomotive aoeer pon mh 2 ona) with as? gin. 
convex lens, may be tilted up or down, burns 8 hours with one 
Model 20 Te 24-inch Octagon, filling, costs 3 cents, will shine like the eyes ete cat for 300 yards, 
vier barrel ; Tc Ivory Bead Style 1—Single lens, $5.00. Dbl. L., $6.00. Int. L., $6.50 
sight ; 15 shots ; $11 Style 2—Adjustable Candle Flame Burner, add 50 cents 
Model 20 Full “ell Rifle— Style 3—Adjustable Flat Flame Burner, add $1.00 
the only pump action figs giving 25 Send for circular 
shots at one loading ; 0. ° e 
R. C. Kruschke, F-1207 Superior St., Duluth, Minn. 








DO YOU OWN A BOAT? 
Herbert L. Stone, Editor of 





Nr “Yachting” and other prac- 
-32 Rim Fi M J g Pp 
Model ever actign—unee 32 | gic log andl vies | tical yachtsmen tell you how 
’ rifle rim fire catnidgens also 532 short, S to get the most out of your 
and long-rifle center fire; 17 sh ole HANDBOOKS ‘greed in the 


splendid omal q rifle for settled di 
With 24-inch Round Barrel, $12. iss “4.4 
tagon, $13.15, 
‘ ee stamps bny for new cata- 
og, showing complete line of ZZarlin 
repeaters, rifles and shotguns. 

Ideal Hand Book tells all 


about reloading cartridges. Catalog describing thirty-eight other out- 


. Wu r 
Mailed for 6c in stamps. door HANDBOOKS free on request. 
Tie Marlin Prearms Co At your dealer or direct, Seventy Cents, postage five cents extra. 


3 Willow St., New Haven, OUTING PUBLISHING COMPANY, 141 W. 36th St., New York 





OUTING HANDBOOKS 


The Motor Boat. The Yachtsman’s 
Handbook. The Gasoline Motor. Navi- 
gation for the Amateur. Ice Boating. 
The Auxiliary Yacht. 
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Zhe ONLY Automatic 
that has 


Model 1915 


IO Shots Quick 


VS. 6 or 8 in all 


other automatics) 
ie 
Easy 
Pointing 
‘Your 
Finger 


1 


Write for Catalogue No. 57, just issued. 
Savage Arms Company 
247 Savage Avenue,Utica,N.Y. 




















































jor mytons” Uncle Sam guards the feet of his sol- 
diers with a shoe that his surgeons 
designed after years of experimenting 
tomeet the most trying service conditions, 

he result is a great shoe for sportsmen. 


Ns HERMAN'S 
US ARMY SHOES 


eifleations, Keo) at ae pn of typewriters, adding machines, sewing machines, 


[s) guns or any mechanical devices. 
and ‘‘stand up’’ under every test a sports- 
man demands. Try on a pair at your | Price 50c, by Mail, postpaid, if not at your deal- 












\| fits the pocket—as easy tocarry asa 
\'knife—always handy, always ready. 
Is flat and compact —no loose parts. 
Handle is steel — strong and rigid — hand- 
somely nickel plated—gives an excellent 
grip. Has three good long blades that lock 
open separately. Made of special screwdriver 
@ steel—periectly tempered—guaranteed. Itisa 
great thing for everybody, especially hunters, 
anglers, motorists, machinists, carpenters, lock- 
smiths, storekeepers, farmers, salesmen and 
















dealer’s or send us your size and width | ers. Ask for Marble's Pocket Screwdriver and other specialties. 
and we will guarantee to fit and satisfy Write for catalog. Sample Nitro-Solvent Oil free if you mention s 
you. 94.60 postpaid. Marble Arms & ae Co., 525 delta Ar., — Mich. 











ieee ess. | [| n 
L.. C. s MIT H 
THE REAL GUN 


New Designs with Hunter One- 
Trigger and Automatic Ejector, 
for Trap and Field Use. 


They Are Winners. 
Prices $25.00 to $1,000.00 net 
Our Beautiful Catalog for the asking. 
The Hunter Arms Co., Inc., 30 Hubbard Street Fulton, N. Y. 


We guarantee advertising on this and Opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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Davis Gung 


“THE GUN THAT BLOCKS THE SEARS” 


Made like a Gun by Gunmakers. 


We can still supply Damascus and Twist Bands at regular prices. Don’t miss 
this opportunity of getting a gun fitted with these handsome barrels. 


N. R. DAVIS & SONS, 
Lock Box 700. ASSONET, MASS., U. S. A. Established 1853. 











| psbbasiiidt 


Get This FREE 
To sh 
Sample io, 7s:-free 
and clean you can keep your 
gun we will send you this 
sample tube of 


Corol 


World’s Most Efficient Gun Dressing 


if you write for it, mentioning your dealer’s 
name. Send For It Today. 


COROL SALES CO. 1435 Fisher Bldg., Chicago 








You need more money this summer—and here's a 
dignified, easy way to get it. Take orders for the 


Wisconsin 9:5" Motor 


Equip your boat with a guaranteed Wisconsin—enjoy yourself 


while demonstrating and making money. Thousands in use. 

Everyone interested. Has many exclusive features including 

self-locking tiller and patented top adjustment. which make iscon- 

sin the best rowboat or canoe motor to use, and the pected sell, 

Write for our agents’ plan. Ask for catalo 

WISCONSIN MACHINERY & MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
10 Macy Street, Mil 

Mikers of marine motors for 14 ver 

Exhibiting at Panama-Pacific Exposition 























NO FUR, NO FEATHERS 


NO BLOOD 
Can ruin this Coat. Blood fires 
both barrelsat once. One spots, 


the other rots, Makes old-time 
coat “‘dead bird” pretty quick. 
Our Patent BLOOD PRO 
Game Pocket prolongs hte a 
our Coat by years, not by a 
season. No ‘“‘detachable bag” 
nuisance. Real Game Pocket 
built in Coat in proper place. 
Blood Proof, Reversible. Clean- 
able, SANITARY. Catalog 
shows complete line of Hunting 
Clothing and sample of goods, 
If you want one, write today. 


THE GEM SHIRT CO. 
266 West Fifth St., Dayton, Ohio 











SEND ME TEN CENTS 
And I will mail you postpaid one of my 


INTRODUCTION MINNOWS 


Colored in Rich Enamel Blendings. Red shaded 
to white; Green shaded to white; all white. 

Can be used for Casting or Trolling. A very 
effective and attractive lure for Bass, Pike or 
Pickerel. 

I will also send you one of my 72-page cata- 
eng which will save you money in buying 
tackle, 

BOB SMITH SPORTING GOODS 
71 FEDERAL ST. BOSTON, MASS. 








Are you thinking about a 
| Spring Fishing Trip? 


|THEN CONSULT OUR “WHERE 
| TO GO” SERVICE 


(A disappointing trip is a disaster. Count not 
only the financial loss—in any case a consider- 
| able one—but add to it the fact that you have 
| wasted your vacation days— the time you 
| have looked forward to for months. 


| | Unavoidable you say? Not by a long shot! 
| FIELD AND STREAM long ago realized 


the importance of reliable, up-to-the-minute 
information to the sportsman planning a trip. 
For the past five years we have been gathering 
reports on the shooting, fishing, canoeing and 
camping possibilities of the various sections 
of the United States and Canada. Inquiries 
are promptly answered by personally dictated 
letters giving fullest possible information. This 
service insures success. Address all letters to 


“ Where to Go™ Service Bureau 
| FIELD & STREAM PUB. CO.., 331 4th Ave., N.Y. City 
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BIG CHIEF BENDER 


throws a curve ball that fools 
the best of them some of the 
time, but with his 


HAND TRAP 


he throws a variety of targets that 
baffles the most expert shooters all 
the time. 


The Hand Trap is the biggest "hit" 
of recent years in the trapshooting 
game. 


Nothing like it to improve your "batting 

average" at the traps. 
INVEST $4.00 IN A DU PONT 
HAND P AT YOUR LOCAL 
DEALERS. IT WILL A 
““GRANDSTAND PLAY’’ 

IF HE IS “JUST OUT” OF TRAPS, 

ORDER FROM THE 


DU PONT POWDER Co. 


Sporting Powder Division 


WILMINGTON 





























Do You Hunt These 
Fellows Up Wind 
or Down Wind? 


It makes quite a difference in your bag 
—so does the gun you use. You need 
the gun built with proper balance. You 
need the gun with the best possible 
pattern and shooting distance. The 
wonderful Lefever system of taper bor- 
ing gives the shooting power you need. 
We have put thirty-eight years’ expe- 
rience into 





LEFEVER 


SHOT GUNS 


There is a standard of workmanship 
unequalled by any concern in 
the country. 






$25 Up 


Send for Catalog which shows differ- 
ent gauges and models. Let us tell 
you about the Lefever 20-, 16-, 12- 
gauge for $25. 


If your dealer cannot show you, give 
us a chance to supply you direct. You 
cannot afford to buy a cheap gun when 
you can get a Lefever at this price. 


LEFEVER ARMS CO. 


205 Maltbie Street Syracuse, N. Y, 








We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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Our business is 
making y 
guns 






Send for catalogue and 
20 bore booklet, free. 





. bE Salesrooms, 
Warren Street 











PARKER BROS., = Conn. 


For over 50 years we 
have made big guns, little 
guns, good guns—The 


“OLD RELIABLE” 
PARKER Guns. 













































5 aimed shots This Ross 


Record is 
in 27s seconds hard to beat. 


It is made possible by the ‘‘Ross’’ straight pull, 
its speedy and reliable action. The power of the 
Ross .280 Sporting Cartridge and its destructive 
effect are important factors in the luck which ac- 
companies Ross Rifles. The most experienced big 


game hunters all over the world use and recom- 
mend the Ross .280 Rifle, which sells in New York 
at $55.00. Ross .280 Sporting Ammunition with 
Copper Tube expanding Bullet, Patented, $7.50 per 
100. 


ROSS RIFLE CO., Dept. S-11, Quebec, Can. 
or POST & FLOTO, 14 Reade St., New York 











Hot Springs, Ark. 
Dwight, Ill. 
larion, Ind. 
Plainfield, Ind, 
Crab Orchard, Ky. 
Portland, Maine 
Columbus, Ohio 
















San Francisco, Cal., Douglas Bidg. 








FOR LIQUOR AND DRUG USERS 


A scientific treatment by specialists in 
authorized Keeley Institutes only. 


FOR INFORMATION TO 
FOLLOWING KEELEY INSTITUTES: 


> Russell s 


'“Never-Leak” Ez: 
BOOT FOR SPORTSMEN 


Designed for general out- 
door wear. Sturdy and 
staunch, for heavy service 
on the trail, et ight and 
yielding to the feet. The 
tough, double sole insures 
extreme durability, no mat- 
ter how rough the ground. 
-| Soles hob-nailed or smooth. 
Toe pieces and vamp joined 
by our special never-rip ‘“wa- 
tershed"™ seam (patent applied 
for) which holds tight and 
keeps the water out. Made of 
(black) chrome, flexible cow- 
hide. Built for business an 
guaranteed to fill the bill, or 
your money back. $6.00 to 
$15.00 per pair. 

orn by experienced campers, fisher- 
men, hunters, canoeists, “hikers,”” trap- 

rs, skiers, surveyors, etc. 
n any height. Made to your 
measure. 
Send for book showing our com- 
plete line. Free on request. 




























Never-Rip 
WATERSHED SEAM 





| W. C. RUSSELL MOCCASIN CO. 
| Factory A BERLIN, WISCONSIN 































ALL OVER THE 
WORLD AS THE 
SUCCESSFUL 
SAFE 
TREATMENT 


WRITE 


Omaha Neb.,Cor. 25th & Cass Sts. 
alt Lake City, Utah 

Seattle, Wash, 

Waukesha, Wis. 

Pittsburg, Pa., 4246 Fifth Ave, 
Philadelphia, Pa., 812 N. Broad St. 
Okishoma City, Okla. 

Winnipeg, Man. 

Guatemala City, Guat. 

Mexico City, Mexico 
















Les Angeles, Cal., Marsh-Strong Bldg. London, England 
Grand Rapids, Mich., 733-85 Ottawa Ave., N. W. 
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COMBINA TION 


Or-Viited Oplepane 


AGET YLENE 





Nandiest bright light for 
vacationists and sportsmen. 
One base with interchange- 
able tops for outdoors and 
inside. Change made in @ 
jiffy. Simple and clean. No 
oil, smoke or odor. Burns 
6 hours. Sturdily built of 
brass and nickeled. A high 
quality article. 

Price $6.00 complete, prepaid 


we 


The Alexander Milburn Co, 


Lantern Dept Baltimore, Md 


| 





























Lunch Outdoors 
This Basket Keeps Things Fresh 


Pack your lunch, go for a ride in the motor 
over country roads to some wooded spot. What 
greater pleasure than dining with Nature as 
host? Put in the lunch, bottles and all. 


“A Rest and a 


Hawkeye 


Refrigerator Basket 


Add Zest to the Trip”’ 
The repast will be ready to serve, fresh 
and delicious at your journey’s end. A 
small piece of ice in a sanitary compart- 
ment keeps the contents cool. Does not 
drip. Dirt, germs and insects cannot touch 








the food. Write for illustrated folder R. OE ve 
Burlington Hawkeye Basket Co. low as $4.00 
- Burlington S. E., lowa 





SALE OF 
U. S. ARMY & NAVY GOODS 


AT AUCTION BARGAIN PRICES 
The U. S. Government procures best qualities only 
and the most practical articles partially listed here are 
especially adaptable for sportsmen’s purposes, camp 
and outdoor life: 


Army Blankets, $3.00, $5.00. Army Khaki $1.00. 
Army Sweaters, $4.00. 


Navy Sweaters, $2.00. army & Navy Shirts, 70 cents, 
Army Leggings, 70 cents, $3.00. pe 

Army (folding) Cots, $2.40. Army & Navy Socks, 10 cents 
Army Canteens, 35 cents. 
ws Breeches, $2.00, 


Trousers, 


ad 


r. 
Army Folding Chairs, 35 cents, 
$1.50 


2 Army & Navy Shoes, $3.50 pair. 
Army and Navy Tents, all sizes, and 5,000 other 
useful articles. Catalogue No. 4 sent on request. 


ARMY & NAVY STORE CO., Inc. 


245 West 42nd Street Bet. B’way and 8th Ave. New York 
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J OC Kno.44 


Gives you a feeling of real com- 
fort and the assurance of perfect 
protection while exercising. 
Opening beneath Patent flap 


Small amount of material between thighs 





Perfect pouch 





Welt-bound webbing 


Can be cleaned by boiling without injury to rubber. Fits 
perfectly, Qan’t rub or chafe. Finest quality elastic 
webbing. Ask your dealer, and if he will not supply 
you with Mizpah Jock No. 44, se1d us T5c. in stamps 
snd waist measurement and we will send by mail. 








PHILA. | 





THE WALTER F. WARE CO., Dept. E., 















The First 
of the Family: 


Du Pont 
Improved 
Military 

Rifle Powder 
No. 15 


Progressive Burning 


2925 f. s. velocity in the Springfield 
3300 f. s. velocity in the .280 


Others Will Follow! 


For information address: 
Rifle Smokeless Division 
E. I. Du Pont De Nemours Powder Co. 
Wilmington, Del. 




















We auarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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(reat 

Reduction 

in Rifleite 
Lenses 


Patented Feb. 20th, 1912 





We can now sell you a pair of 


Guaranteed For Life || red RIELEITE Toric 


lenses in a new shape of shoot- 
“ . . . Guaranteed to shoot any standard smoke- ° 
less powder, and never shoot loose, and the coil ing frame 


top lever spring and main spring are guaranteed 
against breakage for all time. 


This is a quotation from the guarantee attached to COMPLETE FOR $5.00 


the trigger guard of every A. H. Fox Gun. 


Add to this Fox simplicity (only three working This is the lens that made such 


parts) perfect balance and workmanship, a lightning, « 


quick, unbreakable trigger, and you cz nderstand oe enmnents . , 
why the Fox Gen Sos casned, the veputenion: a0 a sensation at Camp Perry and 
“The Finest Gun in the World.” S — t O | fill 1 ° 

Prices $85.00 to $1600.00 Seagirt. rders ed in rota- 
Write for free complete catalog, showing all Fox tion. W rite at once. 


styles, and ask for any special information desired. 


A. H. FOX GUN COMPANY || THE F. W. KING OPTICAL CO. 
4658 N. 18th St. Philadelphia Euclid Arcade, Dept. E. Cleveland, Ohio 




























Colts Cal. 45, single or double action Revolver, $7-46 


Colts Revolver Cartridces, 1c each. 15 Acres Go mero nt 

Auction Goods Bargains illustrated and described in 420 large 

page wholesale and retail cyclopedia catalogue, mailed 25¢ EDWIN DIXON 

east and 30c west of Mississippi River. - = Bs 
ntario’s Leading Taxidermist 

Francis Bannerman, 501 Broadway, New York oO g 


to examine at my risk of acceptance. 











lee alates teenie Mounted Elk Head For Sale 


™ Bridles... .@0° | ‘* B-L Rifles..... . a . . 
Team Harness. .21.86 “ | ‘‘ Swords ........, 36“ Length of horns 53 inches, 48 inches spread, 12- 
Leggins, Pair..... .16 ** | ““7ShotCarbine 3.60 se pointer. A head of the highest class, winter killed, per- 
Tents..... . 2.86 New Uniforms... 1.60 fect in every way. i will gladly ship prepaid on approval 


Main Street . . . Unionville, Ontario 





Want to Swap Guns? [ GREAT BEAR SPRING WaTER 











I will pay cash for your gun, rifle, or pistol, or ex- 





change with you for any other firearm you may want. FIFTH ANNUAL 


Write me what you have, what you want, and I will 





S.J. FRANCIS, Adams Sq., Boston, Mass. 





Complete Announcement begins on page 322 





make you an offer by return mail. Prize Fishing Contest 














HIGHEST VELOCITY RIFLES IN THE WORLD. USE 
FACTORY — » So New American-made bolt 
action rifle ready for delivery about next September. 
Uses Newton aay power cartridges in .22 caliber, .256 
caliber, .280 caliber, .30 caliber, .33 caliber and .35 caliber, also .30 caliber Springf gfield. 
.256 NEWTON —123 grain bullet, velocity 3100 f.s. .30 Newton—170 grain bullet, velocity 3000 f.s. Price $40.00. 
Send stamps for descriptive circular. 
We have been delayed in getting yo t of the d d for king military rifles for export; but it is 
now coming in. Sporting stocks and 7. heh for Springfield rifles now ready, $12.50 each. 


NEWTON ARMS CO., Inc., 506 Mutual Life Bldg., BUFFALO, N. Y. 














“g You Want Decoys That Are ecard 


The day is past when “‘any dub"’ could go out with “‘an old eusion equipment” and bring back 
a bag of ducks. Birds are scarce and educated.”* Don't hazard your success--your 
precious few ‘days of sport—by startiag out with poor equipment. F se any gun 
will bring down e birds if you hold it mght—but it at real good decoys to bring 
in the wily old blade. Next trip take along MASON’S DECOYS—and watch the 
difference. At all good dealers. Seuetiee booklet on request. 








“PREMIER" MALLARD. Reg. U.S. Patent Office 








MASON’S DECOY FACTORY 455 Brooklyn Ave., Detroit, Mich, 
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People Used to 
Call Me“Skinny”’ 


But Now My Name Has Changed. 
Gained 15 Pounds and 


Look Like a New Man 





A PLUMP, STRONG, ROBUST BODY 


“Before I took Sargol people used to call me ‘skinny’ 
but now my name is changed. My whole body is stout. 
Have gained | 15 pounds and am gaining yet. look like 
a new man,” declared a man who had just finished the 
Sargol treatment. 

“IT was all run down to the very bottom,” writes F. 
Gagnon. “I had to quit work, I was so weak. Now, 
thanks to Sargol, I look like a new man. I gained 22 
pounds in 23 days.” 

“Sargol has put 10 pounds on me in 14 days,” states 
W. O. Roberts. “It has made me sleep well, enjoy what 
I ate and enabled me to work with interest and pleasure.” 

Would you, too, like to quickly put from 10 to 30 
pounds of good, solid “‘stay-there” hesh fat and muscular 
tissue between your skin and bones? 

Don’t say it can’t be done. Try it. Let us send you 
free a 50c package of Sargol and prove what it can do 
for you. 

More than half a million thin men and women have 
gladly made this test, and that Sargol does succeed, does 
make thin folks fat even where all else has failed, is best 
proved by the tremendous business we have done. No 
drastic diet, flesh creams, massage, oils or emulsions, but 
a simple, harmless home treatment. Cut out the coupon 
and send for this free package today, eng only 10 
cents in silver to help pay postage, packing, e 


Address The Sargol Co., 443-G Herald Bide. ” Bingham- 


ton, N. Y. Take Sargol with your meals and watch it 
work. This test will tell the story. 
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FREE SARGOL COUPON 


This coupon, with 10c in silver to help pay 
postage, packing, etc., and to show good faith, 
entitles holder to one 50c package of Sargol 
Free. Address the Sargol Co., 443-G Herald 
Bidg., Binghamton, N. 












Winners of Tests 
Yet They Cost No More 


Official Tests made under 
Army conditions and meas- 
urements have time and again 
proved the superiority of 


CARTRIDGES 


For all maker of firearms 


They are standards of manufacture 
not only for our own but for other 
governments. 


You pay no more for U. S. Cart- 
ridges than you do for other cartridges, 
but you get the kind that win World’s 
Championships. U.S. Cartridges have 
won practically every official test open 
to American ammunition, 

From 22’s up, they hit where you 
aim. Send for booklet containing in- 
formation of importance to every user 
of cartridges. 


United States Cartridge Company 
2259 Trinity Building, New York City 


NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY, General Selling Agents 
Also JouHNn T. Lewis & BROTHERS Co., Philadelphia 
UNITED LEAD Co., New York; and on Pacific Coast, 
SELBY SMELTING & LEAD COMPANY, San Francisco 























We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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You pull out the patented aluminum pan to clean it. 


ever had and complete satisfaction or your money back, Ad 





The Pipe With Ash Pan—It’s Great! 


Prevents clogging, frying or stewing. B, € 
always and as sweet as a nut. Nothing to get out of order. The Willis is an elegant pipe, handsomely finished and of gen- 
uine French Briar with best grade Hard Rubber, Horn or Celluloid bit. 
order or stamps at our risk. We guarantee you the finest smoke you 
ress— 


The Willis Company, 76-H Pilling St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 






A fine, cool, dry smoke 






50c postpaid. Send coin, money- J] 








in the form of a 
Handsome 
Traveling 
Bag 













THE DETROIT 


PORTABLE 


REFRIGER- 
ATOR 


You can now start on that long tour knowing, that with your lunch and drinks 
(which you pack in the Detroit Refrigerator Grip), will insure you of aniée 
cold Juncheon or @ nice cool drink, making your tour one of continuous 
pleasure. Guaranteed to keep your day’s catch of fish in prime condition for 
forty-eight hours. We guarantee the Detroit Refrigerator Grip to main- 
tain a temperature of 40 degrees for forty-eight hours, Order one from your 
dealer or send direct to us, and enjoy the comforts that every owner of a 


Detroit Refrigerator Grip has. 
DETROIT REFRIGERATOR GRIP CO. 314 Smith Building, Detroit, Mich. 


FREE TO ANGLERS 
a 1915 28-page Booklet of up-to-date fishing 


tackle Specialtiesandfull KK ET SO 


description of 
Beware @ Automatic 
Reel 





of 
Imitations One 
& 
TheKelsohashad “ig 
years to perfect and &R S 
improve. It will save you 
trouble and money in the end 
from your dealer. If not in 
$5.00 stess, ovat np nis mame and v0 


H. J. FROST & CO., 90 Chambers St., NewYork 
“ MANUFACTURING FISHING TACKLE EXCLUSIVELY ” 


THE STANDARD LINE DRYER 


Something every fisherman should 
have as wet lines left to dry on the 
reel quickly rot. 


Mailed to any address 
on receipt of $2.00. cae 
The Standard Co. 























Our Celebrated Trout Flies on 4 inch Gut Snells, looped or 


eyed hooks, 25c per dozen. Split Wing or Dry Flies, 35c per dozen. 
Post free to any address. American patterns copied. 6foot Gut 
Leaders, 8c each; 9 foot Gut Leaders, 10c each; 6 foot Gut 
Leaders with two extra loops, 10c_each; 9 foot Gut leaders with 
two extra loops, 1 5c each; 30 yard Enameled Silk Waterproof Line, 
fine, $1.00 each ; 30 yard double tapered, $2.50 each. Catalogue 
of Flies, Leaders, Rods, Reels and Lines, free on application. 


WHITE BROTHERS 


OMAGH - - IRELAND 














OPEN New Britain, Conn. CLOSED 





1,200 per hour. 





Bases 





This little $35.00 addressing machine will 
address circulars, envelopes, etc., at a speed of 


THE EXCELSIOR SPORTSMEN’S BELT SAFE 


Just what I have been looking for 
—has been the expression of every 
man we have shown it_to—Made of 
Brass, Nickel Plated, Gun Metal or 
oxidized and furnished complete with 
fancy Canvas Belt for $1.00. 

Will keep money—jewels—watch— 
cigarettes or matches perfectly safe 
and dry. HYFIELD MFG. CO., 48 Franklin Street, N.Y. City 
Pfeiffer’s Bait Pat. March 3, 1914 | 
PFEIFFER’S is_the original }4 
bait of its kind Fj 
on the market 
today. It pro- 
tects the minnow, 
keeps him alive all day. 
Specially designed for casting and | : come 
trolling. None genuine unless Pfeiffer’s name is on the stopper. 
Three sizes: Trout and small bass, 75c.; Bass and pike, Fioo. 
Muscallonge, $1.50. Sent prepaid. Sold by all reliable dealers, 
Pfeiffer Live Bait Holder Company 52 Clark Court, Detroit, Michigan 


TAXIDERMIST AND MUSEUM SUPPLIES 


Winter-killed whole body specimens ready to mount 
of Bull and Cow Moose, Elk, Woodland Caribou and 
Deer. Horns and scalps of Moose, Elk, Caribou, Rocky 
Mountain Sheep, Goat and Deer. Extra scalps to suit 
the horns you now have. 

All guaranteed goods. Duty free. 
go cheaply by express anywhere in U. S. A. 



































Crated or baled to 
Delivery 


guaranteed. What are you wants now? I can please 
you. 
EDWIN DIXON Dealer in Game Specimens UNIONVILLE, ONT. 





Twelve Hours’ Work 
Done in ONE Hour 


Better work. 

Absolutely accurate. 

Perfect typewritten addresses. 
Make your own address cards 
on your own typewriter. 


Send for our Catalog 


Elliott Addressing Machine Co. 


143 Albany Street Cambridge, Mass. 
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Make Sure 
of Restful Nights 


“Nights in camp” need no longer bring 
up visions of hard or damp beds. You can 
carry along a First Aid to Good Sleeping 
Anywhere, in the form of a 


‘‘Perfection’’ Pneumatic Mattress 
With Sleeping Bag 


Mattress and Sleeping Bag roll to a 
small, light bundle, easily carried, an 
the mattress is quickly inflated for use. 
It conforms to your frame and takes up 
all unevenness of the ground. 

Absolutely impervious to water and 
perfectly sanitary—no place for dirt or 

















vermin to lodge. Comfortable in wet, 
dry, cold or hot countries. Lasts in- 
definitely. 

Used by_the Federal Government, 
Steamship Lines, Forest Service and 


well-known sportsmen and_ explorers. 
Read what users write about it and see 
our illustrated Catalog. Complete in- 
a tormation on request—writefor it now. 


PNEUMATIC MFG. COMPANY 
527 17th St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 














Rust causes razor dullness. 
8-in-One absolutely prevents 
rust on the minute ‘‘teeth”’ of 


an 
forefinger moistened with a little 8-in-One. 
If an “‘ordinary” razor, oil strop, too, Then 
—strop and have the most luxurious shave of 
all your life. Oil blade again before putting 
away, 
8-in-One is sold everywhere in 8 size bottles: 
Trial size, 10c; 3-oz., 25c; 8-oz., (half pint) 50c. 
Also in Handy Oil Cans, 25c. 

Generous sample and scientific 

——=**Razor Saver’’ circular. 


3-IN-ONE OIL COMPANY 
152 New St., New York City 




















NEWFOUNDLAND 


A Country of Fish and Game 
A Paradise for the Camper and Angler 
Ideal Canoe Trips 

q The. Country traversed by the Reid Newfound- 
land Company's system is exceedingly rich in all 
kinds of fish and game. 
g All along the route of the Railway are streams 
famous for their SALMON and TROUT fishing, 
some of which have a world-wide reputation. 


@ Information cheerfully given upon application to 
J. W. N. JOHNSTONE, General Passenger Agent 


REID NEWFOUNDLAND COMPANY 
ST. JOHN’S NEWFOUNDLAND 














INo Money 


In Advance 


This Marvelous 


CAMERA 


On FREE Trial! 


Only 10,000 of these marvelous, instan- 

taneous picture-taking and making cam- 
eras to be sent out absolutely on approval 
without a penny in advance just to prove 
that it is the most wonderful invention— 
the camera sensation of the age. So you 
must send for it quick! Just 
think of it—the new 
Mandel-ette 


TAKES 

MAKES 
Finished 
Pictures 


Instantly! 


You press the button, drop card in developer and in one 
minute take out a perfect, finished post card photo, 2x3 
inches in size. Camera, itself, is about 4%x5x7 inches. 
Loads in daylight 16 to 50 post cards at one time. 

No Films—No Plates—No Dark Room 

Not a bit of the muss and bother of the ordinary kodak 
or camera. It is instantaneous photography. Universal 
focus lens produces sharp pictures at all distances. Pictures 
develop and print automatically. Can’t overdevelop; results 
simply amazing. 


We Trust You 


No difference who you are, where you live or what your 
age, we will send you the complete Mandel-ette outfit abso- 
lutely on approval and give you 30 days to test it. If not 
satisfactory return at ourexpense. But when you see what 
elegant pictures it takes—so quick, so easy, with no trouble 
at all—if you wish to keep it you simply send us $1 per month 
until our special price of only $5 is paid. 


EASY PAYMENTS—NO REFERENCES 


No red tape of any kind. Monthly payments so small 
you'll not noticethem. Lots of fun and big profits. 
NO EXPERIENCE REQUIRED 
Plain instructions and everything complete with outfit 
so you can begin taking pictures the moment it arrives. We 
guarantee that even a child can operate it. il coupon 
right now. Norisk or obligation to keep camera. 


—.. —. The Chicago Ferrotype Co., — - 
 "Desk61  Ferrotype Bidg., Chicago, Ill. 


Send me at once one complete model Mandel-ette Camera outfit 

including supply of aes Ne | -— a oe py I gazes to —— 
ine and testit thoroughly and if satisfied keep it an y you a 
| 5 i i id. Dtherwise I will 





| month until your special price of $5 is pai will re- 
turn it, at the end of 30 days, at your expense, 

| WGEA ccccccccccccccccccccccccsccccseseocosovcceesessosooseouocesesoese | 
| | Bh PN inch stscchcadentoumettededehiecanaaaamaeaeneas | 


We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 





20A ADVERTISING DIRECTORY 


Action Too Fast for the Eye is Clearly-“Seen’” 
by Goerz Lenses™ 


Pictures worth money —the | kind that show situations 
the human eyes hot quick enough to see are taken with 


OERZ dS 


If you already-haye some other camera, you can equip it with a Goerz Lens. 
Universally used by special and by cmc ee photographers 
where the first exposure is the last’ for. the picture 


Ou ast on “Lenses onal Cameras” 


C. P. Goerz American Optical Co., 319C East 34th St., New York 
PR ESELATNNEI 


= 



























1Q]5 CAMPER'S TENT TT THIS 1 Is THE DOPE THAT K KILLED FATHER, 
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FISHERMEN ATTENTION 
You have been troubled with mosquitoes, and have tried every- 
thing on the market, but you probably have not tried Michigan 
Ss — : This - the dope that will ogg =e give aw —— = 
e out fishing, hunting or camping o insects will stay wi you, 
if you use Michigan Dope. You have no risk to run, if the dope 
Unheard-of Introductory Price | = not 6 Se. I refund er money paid for & a 
or it now. ‘ostpai oz. can 25c., oz. can . rite for 
Wall Tents peer? 4 Sentech, Full an he circular. R. C. KRUSCHKE, F1207 W. Sup. St., Duluth, Minn. 

See ae cae uc. ouble lap seams, 

les, ropes, pins, etc. All ready toset up. Won- 


dertufbaraaine ee inst seas { HUNT THE WORLD OVER 














7x7.. 5.32 12x14... 12.75 for asmovth edge book form card, and you will find but one— 
—a PEERLESS PATENT BOOK FORM CARD 
These Exceptional Bargains The card is not perforated. You will never Our 
—_—_— cease to wonder at its perfection and Smart 
are offered for a short time only. Save money by buying delight in its attractiveness. Men tn 
direct from the largest, most reliable manufacturers of and concerns of quality use Bees 


these cards exclusively. 
You haven’t used 
them because they 
have not been 
brought to your at- 
tention. SENDFOR 
A SAMPLE TAB 
TODAY and detach 
the cards. Beauti- 
fully engraved, they are the best the world affords én cards. 


THE JOHN B. WIGGINS COMPANY 


Engravers, Die Embossers, Plate Printers 


44-46 East Adams Street, CHICAGO 


Tents, Awnings and Campers’ supplies in the 
country. Supplying the U. S. War Depart- 
ment and Foreign Governments, 


Let us tell you about our new 
Watershed and Mildew-Proof Pro- 
cess, Write at once for free de- 
scriptive booklet and price list 
on everything made of canvas. 

Get your letter to us quick 

before these big bargains 

are snapped up. 

HETTRICK BROS. CO. 

Fernweed Avenue, ‘oledo, Ohie 


































Fc or - smeoy with Comfort, Wear 
“YIPSI” fro1an SHOES 
‘THE ideal shoe for canoeing, camping, playing tennis, etc. Made of Ypsilanti 


moosehide — hand sewed. Soft and pliable— wonderfully durable — every 
apestomen should havea pair. Send for a pair on trial. Money returned if not satisfied, 









No. 900A Clustrated: at top. No. 910A illustrated at bottom, 
Men’s sizes, o to 10 en’s $2.80 Men’s sizes, 519 to 10... -Men’ 8 %. zs 
Ladies’ sizes, 244 to 7. .-Ladies’ 2.25 Ladies’ sizes, 2'6 to 1. Ladies 
Boys’ sizes, 25 to & ....+.seeeesseee Boys’ 2.00 Boys’ sizes, 2% to5.. - -Boys’ 








these prices include flexible oak soles. Order by number, stating 
size e@ pay postage. Write for catalog. 

YPSILANTI INDIAN SHOE COMPANY, 782 East Cross Street, Ypsilanti, Michigan 
a Deaters Send for Price List 






~All advertisements are indexed—Sce page 2A 








a“ 


ET 























> 
AVE A-GOODTIM 
2 Semmes ye?” TAKE AVACATION 
SEND ONE: DOLLAR for the ; ft will make abetter man 
“ SIX-IN-ONE” CIGARETTE CASE 3 of you for work.But take a He 
HOLDS Is hy, = ———Aong or have sent out a case of the (jam 
inn a. am most delicious beer ever brewed 
MATCHES FIREPROOF J "et 
MONEY RUSTPROOF 


THE Six-In-One cigarette case has six distinct 
advantages, while the ordinary case, has no ad- 
vantage aside from being a box. 

In the first place, the “Six-In-One” Cigarette 
Case can be used in the same way that you use an 
ordinary case. It is handsome in design, made of 
German Silver, and fits the pocket as snug as a 


watch. 
Second, when BATHING, HUNTING, FISH- y 
ING, or CAMPING there is no chance for water ‘ a Pp Delictous 
or moisture to get at your cigarettes or matches. 9 e -aged Healthful. 
With each “Six-in-One” oe, we pm — \ ¢ 
made of bathing suit material, which can be easily Pea ys 
attached to any bathing suit. The only case ever arbarossa iS theBeer 
devised for carrying cigarettes, matches and coins a} 
when in a bathing suit. ———— ZN dy likes best 


The price of the “Six-In-One” Cigarette Case is BA Y \" . rewed and Bottled by 


one dollar. Sold on an absolute guarantee of Nl) 
money back if you are not entirely satisfied. — v=, AA\\\\ (CHRISTIAN MOERLEIN 

IR i eae DREWINGCO 
iI} 1 _ Y - (NCORSORATED 
| aa fe] Ne \ CINCINNAT! OHIO. 
~~, 


Liberal discounts to dealers. 


THE SILEX COMPANY, Inc. 
Manufacturers 
40 COOPER SQUARE NEW YORK 


QorResPonoence Invireo 


























KNOWLE TEE He, 
AUTOMATIC STRIK TENTS FOR SPORTSMEN 


A NEW SIZE 2 bigsuccess of the other four sizes of FISHERMEN — HUNTSMEN — CAMPERS 
Knowles Automatic Striker has made} 
this No. 3 possible, It is a beauty--just the spoon for Bass, Trout! 
and other game fish. 
leases when fish strikes and the! 
sudden stop at end of slot, sets! 
the hook deeply into the jaw. 
Lifelike motion, Superior toany 
other spoon or = wood minnow. 
The length of this new size is 244 1n. Price 35c postpaid. 
Ask your dealer or send to us. Fully guaranteed. Catalogue free. 
a 234in. 55c; 34in. 6 5c; 44ein. BOc; Shin. $1. \a 
SILVER---SILVER OUT-COPPER IN---ALL BRASS ° 
S.E. KNOWLES, 78 Sherwood Bldg. San Francisco, Cal. Atlanta Tent and Awning Co., Box R, Atlanta, Ga. 


b |) em — 


eae I THE TURES “25” LANTERN | 


screw on any size Mason fruit jar 
and make a sure catch. Minnow Storm and Rainproof. 400 candle power, at 






Tents made with and with- 
out poles and walls; with 
and without canvas floors. 
Quality of workmanship 
and material unexcelled. 
Extremely low prices on 
application, Write today. 







































trap has brass ring for guy line. \ cent per hour, The simplest and post eo0- 
Made of zinc and brass wire. Will nomical Lantern for lightin pe ee 
break—no wicks—no smoke 


not rust. Price 35¢ postpaid. ete, Nochimney to 
SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS = —no dirt —al ways ready. 
WALTER C. McMAHAN Agents write for our special proposition, 


‘hi ‘ THE TURES MFQ. CO. 
Desk S, 3447 Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. sor Sixre Sraxee MILWAUKEE, WIS. 

















The Filson Cruising Shirt for Fishing, Hunting, Outing 
(U.S. and Canadian Patents) 


Recommended by cruisers for whom it was originally designed. 
It is the most practical garment for all outdoor life. Has six poc- 
kets, one large back pocket, 30 x 21 inches, making a complete pack. 
Best material and weight guaranteed. Plain U. S, Khaki, $3.25; 
Waterproof Khaki, $3.75; 20 oz. gray or blue flannel, $5.00; 24 oz. 
plaid mackinaw, $6.50; 20 oz. Forestry Cloth, $7.00, Furnished 
shirt style, as shown, or open front coat style. State preference 
and collar size when ordering. 


We make outing clothing for men and women—woolen shirts, 
khaki clothing, mackinaw clothing, corduroy clothing, woolen com- 
forters, sleeping bags. Send for catalog 11 which describes these 
and gives prices. We deliver all purchases amounting to $5.00 
or over, free by Parcel Post. 


C. C. FILSON, 1011 First Ave., SEATTLE, WASH. 


Ve guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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Cockeatc 
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The most complete camping 

utensil for the Picnicker, 

Autoist, Camper and 

Hunter ever made. If your dealer can’t supply 

you, we will. Insist on the genuine Sackett. 
Write for circular and price. 


WEYBURN SALES CO., 19 S. La Salle St., CHICAGO 


For Big Game, or to Guard a 
{dation Use A Blake Rifle 


You would be proud of the ability to F A modern high power seven cartridge revolv- 
mix cocktails as good as these. Our : ing clip repeater. .30 caliber U. S. American 
mixers are experts of long experience. 
But no matter how good a mixer you are, you can- 
not age your cocktails in wood—as we do Club 
Cocktails. a nition. .400 caliber 300 grain 
Measure mixed, of finest selected li —Ch 3lake Ammunition. Both giving 3000 F. S. 
tails are served wherever the nnanbasss — M.V. “A RIFLE—NOT A TOY!” Adopted 
fragrance of a good cocktail are known and valued. by American Army during the Spanish- Ameri- 
All the popular kinds At went dail can War. Send for Free Blake Riflebook. 


ont ‘ G.F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. Blake Rifle Company 






























Army 1906 model ammu- 








Hartford New York London 501 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK, N.Y. 
. Importers of the famous Brand's A-! Sauce 





Pp FIFTH ANNUAL 
Prize Fishing Contest 


Complete Announcement begins on page 322 





You, Mr. Angler, Need Field ana Stream! 
Every Number Brings Something You 
Can’t Afford to Miss! 


You've seen other fellows come in with strings of 


bass from thesame old pond you've pounded in vain! 


You've tried not to look glum when other chaps came in with 
broad smiles and full creels from the same stream where all you 
could find were wet feet and a forty-dollar grouch ! 





The reason is — those fellows are the “know how" kind. Years of 
experience have taught them the psychological moment to bump the hook 
into a bass, when to tickle a trout, and the why and wherefore of everything that wiggles a fin. 

Twenty years on streams and lakes will give you that knowledge. But why not have it now? Why not learn the little tricks and dodges 
that other fellows have discovered and use them to make your very next trip a success ? 

You can do it by reading FIELD AND STREAM'S practical articles on every subject of importance to the angler. 

Our editors for years have fished and camped around with those old gray-beards—those “*know how” fellows—and we get first 

call on the very best “how to do it’’ articles they write, There is not a single number in which two or three or more 

of these fellows do not tell you some of the very things you have wanted to know. It's a practical education in angling 
for you! A chance to acquire experience with the “‘hard knocks’’ left out? 














and : : \ 
Stream, We want to get acquainted with you 
331 4th Ave. We want you to read FIELD AND STREAM regularly this coming year, for we know that once you ‘get the 
N. Y¥. City. abit,"” we couldn't pay you to do without it. 

So here's a special introductory offer you can't afford to overlook. The illustration shows the “Empire City’ 
Gentlemen: bait casting reel. It is made by Abbey & Imbrie, the well-known tackle manufacturers of ew York 


Enclose find $1.75 for 
which send an Empire City 
Reel and Field and Stream 


magazine for one year to 


City — and you know what that means! 


This quadruple multiplying casting reel, with adjustable click and drag and ivory handle, would set 

you back a dollar and a quarter at your dealer's, but by a special arrangement we can offer 
you one—with a year's subscription to FIELD $1 75 

AND STREAM (total value $2.75), for ad 


So send in the coupon to-day and commence your subscription with the big Jurs 
Address .......20:20ceeeceeeeeeeeeeeee seers **Special Camping and Vacation Number.” 


All advertisements are indexed—Sce page 22 
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$50 GOLD Prize 3 | Vioufuy 
CONTEST BAIT cZe FIRST CHOICE 


w | 
TS bai - ONE HOUR’S CATCH | 
T tonal killer nthe Note Variety. By J. K. | | Men the World Over 
1914 Season. Has all the Rush (Patentee), Pu- | } Jor more ins 
| | 
| 
| 














life-like swimming mo- Jaski, N. Y¥., July 23, 
: : 14. Catch of three 3 
tions of minnow. The - ena ea ta. 
Mad d two 4 lb. large mouth 
=e. ey = SS «toms, Ceo 8. serene 
catches. Floats when not pike, one 10 in, perch 
in action—can’t catch on and one 36 in, muscal- 


Thirty Years 


liveliest bait that floats. 





bottom. longe. | 
The RUSH TANGO Swimming Minnow | Hil ‘ 
Hooks behind body of bait, it i saan a H} Silk 50¢ 


weedless bait, but it DOES catch the game fish. 
Ideal for trolling and casting. Made of Wood, | 
conmnaied and finished in brilliant colors. 

acked In neat, compac x, In i i | 
White, red head: White, yellow a. | 
and green mottied back; Yellow, 
red head; Yellow, red and green Blete set of 4 selected 
mottied back. 75c. EACH. colors, for $3.00. 

WRITE TODAY FOR DETAILS OF $50.00 GOLD PRIZE OFFER 

Dealers and Side Line Men Please Write 
U.S. SPECIALTY COMPANY, 9418.4. &K.Bidg. Syracuse, N.Y. 


George Frost Co. 
‘akers 


Bos TON 






































The 








HO THE KING | 






Once used, always used. ; Davis Wire Snell or 
They are § | Fish Hook Coupler 

strong, | ‘ 

neat, and A boon to anglers. With this 


depend-f | 
able, guar- | 
anteed un- 
condition- 
ally for 
one year. If 
broken in | 
service. | 
your broken net and the guarantee tag is all we require | | 
to have net replaced by new one, 

Insist on the King from your dealer. If he cannot 


device you can rehook your 
line with gloves on. Made of 
music wire, plated to prevent 
rusting; stronger than your line 
or hook; large fish can not 
bite away. Tens of thousands 
of these snells are now in use 
in the States, Canada and 
France. Retail price 2 for 5c., 
25c. per doz. neatly carded. If 
your dealer does not handle 

































supply you, will send prepaid on receipt of price. 4x 4! Open to them, send direct; 2c. extra for 
$2.00, 3 x 3' $1.75, 2 x 2' $1.50. Thread postage. Agents ‘wanted. 
W. H. REISNER MFG. CO. | Hook. C. G. DAVIS CO 
Hagerstown Maryland | L Gioees oc Use. _ Lomax Illinois 
BR \ ! ! & LAND EM 
Three shapes—Slim Eli, Standard and 


Idaho. Six finishes— Nickel, Copper, Brass, Gold, Aluminum and Black. Rever- 
sible, “spin so easy” ball-bearing blades and all interchangeable flies, making pos- 
sible any color or combination of colors suitable for any locality and any kind of game 


~ fishing. Shown in exact sizes and colors in our 
7 FREE—1915 FISHING TACKLE CATALOGUE—FREE 
5 With color sheet of spinners and flies, actual size, as well as a line of fishing specialties, and re 
3 3) some good pointers on how to “Hook and Land Em,” The cover alone is worth framing. Send for oO H 
g Oy it. A 2c stamp brings catalogue, color insert and “fishing dope. QyvG 


The John J. Hildebrandt Company 127 High Street, Logansport, Ind. 








We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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This rer, 


rrice, $7.50 {f 


The “PFLUEGER-REDIFOR” 
Anti-Back-Lash Casting Reel 


makes casting a real pleasure for beginners as well as experts. It 

cannot break or get out of order, and requires no adjustment. Auto- 

matic Thumbers, attached to the flange of the spool enclosed within 

the reel, 
mechanically, retarding the spool as the bait slows down. 

This reel is made of best German Silver, satin finish, has genuine Scarlet 

Agate Jewels, balanced crank, fluted Pyralin Amber Handle, with Phosphor 
Bronze Bearing, and adjustable front sliding click and drag. 


prepaid on receipt of price. 


The Enterprise Mfg. Co., Dept. No.2 Akron, Ohio 


| Akron Fishing Tackle Works, Successors to The American Fish Hook Co. Established 1864 


NO WIRES TO FRAY THE LINE 


free from all dirt and possibility of damage, thumb the reel 


va hold from 60 to 100 yards according to size of line used, 
Fully guaranteed against defects of all kinds for all time.) 
your dealer does not carry this reel, we will send it postage 

















Our Expert Casting Line 


Hard Braided, of the Highest Grade of Silk. The 

Strongest Line of its size in the W orld. Used by 

Mr. Decker in contest with Mr. Jamison. Nuf sed. 
Every Line Warranted. 50 Yard Spools $1.00 


N Trout Flies 


| For Trial---Send Us 
I8c_ fe,anemate “ost: Quality A 
30c¢ for an assorted ‘dozen. Quality B 


Regular price. 


60c for an assorted dozen: Quality C 


price 


65¢ {0r an astorted dozen. Bass Flies 


Regular price....{ 


75¢ for an assorted ooeee Giauze Wing 


Regular price... 


2,00 for an assorted ss English 


Regular price... 








LA. — 
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Steel Fishing Rods 











FLY RODS, & or 934 feet......cccccccccces $ .80 
BAIT RODS, 5%, 6% or 8 feet........006- :70 
CASTING RODS, 4%4, 5% or G feet........ 1.25 


BAIT RODS, with Agate Guide and Tip.... 2.25 
CASTING RODS, with Agate Guide and Tip 2.75 
CASTING RODS, full Agate Mountings.... 3.50 


ORIGINAL and GENUINE 


OLDTOWN CANOES 


Introduced and made famous by us. 
16 to 19 ft. 


ED TON 
The H. H. Kiffe Co., *?7)2:°¢due 


Illustrated Catalogue free on application 








Fishing Tackle Parlance 


If you want the lowest priced Tackle don’t bother 
FS reading this—but if you are a fisherman and want 
the best value for your money, then read on. 
Thousands of our customers will tell you we make 
the best Tackle that years of experience, skilled 
labor and the most up-to-date factory in the world 
can produce. 


A first-class rod or reel can be made only by ex- 
pert workmen and the greatest care. This fact is 
just as applicable to Tackle as it is to a watch. 


We will send you our Catalogue if you will write 
for it. 
Edw. vom Hofe & Company 
93-94 Fulton St., New York 















THE MILLER PACKSACK 
SLEEPING BAG 
Made by 
The Forester Equipment Co, 
ASBURY PARK - NEW JERSEY 
The pietures tell the whole story — 
a Packsack that unhooks to make a 
mg ary! Rag. Weight with mattress 
736 Ibs.. made of the best water- 

po Law drab haversacking, lined 
with wool batting and two detachable 
thicknesses of tight-wove olive Army 
wool cloth warmer than any blankete, 
Bronze snap hooks fasten up sides of 
packsack and fasten it to browse bags. 

= —E Send for Illustrated Catalogue 

° 
For Your Home or Office 

Mounted Black and Whitetail Deer heads, Rocky Moun- 
tain Sheep and Goat heads, Woodland Caribou heads, 
Black Bear heads. Sets of horns mounted or unmounted. 
Goods of the highest class, just mounted. Perfect in 
every way. By express prepaid on approval anywhere at 
my risk of acceptance. 

What are your wishes? I can surprise and please you 
in every way. 


EDWIN DIXON, Ontavte’ 2 Leading Taxidermist 








Main Street r Unionville, Ontario 








Can 


Abeolutel 





BEFORE YOU BUY A CASTING REEL 


Investigate the merits of the South Bend Anti-Back-Lash—Ask your dealer 

to let you try it in comparison with any other reel on the market purported to be anti- 
ck-lash or a minimizer of back-lashes—then decide for yourself. 

It is the Original and only true Anti-Back-Lash Reel made—Is Convertible— 

asar 

itself—Automatically steps when bait lands—and has many other exclusive wonderful 

feptures which no ether ree 


if not entirely satisfi 


SOUTH BEND BAIT CO., 2243 Colfax Ave, SOUTH BEND, IND. 


or anti-back-lash by a turn ef adjustment screw—Thumbs 


aneatees without time liraitatien—will fulfill all we claim— money back 


Send for our New Catalogue on Quality Tackle 
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THE ONLY 


HUNTING AND FISHING CLOTHING 


in the United States that is treated with the World-famous 
CRAVENETTE proof. b 































(THE unusual wear to which 

a Hunting or Fishing trip 
subjects yourclothing demands 
unusual clothes. 






























Hunting and Fishing Garments 


for men and women are unusual. They~ are 
designed and manufactured to withstand the 
most extreme outdoor conditions DUXBAK 
Clothes are very strong but very pliable; tough 
wearing but very soft and yielding to the touch. 
The famous CRAVENETTE 
rainproof process is found only 
in the genuine DUXBAK clothes. 
Every Garment has this label. 
KAMP-IT clothes are lighter 
weight than DUXBAK and not 
treated by the CRAVENETTE 
process Ideal Garments for 

“Vacation lounging.” 
t your name ona postal 


Free Catalogue, Book: tod y so that we can send 





Sportsmans Clothing 
Bara Jonts & Korvon Una | 








you at once our beautifully illustrated catalogue showing Coats, 

Pants, Vests, Hats, Leggins in a v ariety of styles. Also state 

if you want opy of our story booklet, “‘Clothes Make the Man 

| —Comfortable.’’ Be sure to write today while you think of it, and 

| give us the name of your Sporting Goods dealer. Mention 
the booklet. 


BIRD, JONES ® KENYON 
2 Hickory Street, Utica, New York 


” Fishing Floats — 


"THE FISH are BITING FINE. y he flimsy quill on 
your float breaks, or the ferrule at the bottom slips off. 
You lose your cork. A day’s pleasure spoiled. 
On your next fishing trip be sure to have “Ideal” Fishing 
Floats—the fioat with the knob. The guide is cut from solid 
brass—the knob prevents it from ever coming off. (Note A- 
B) The brass ferrule at the bottom of the cork (Note C) is 
put on to stay — no strings to rot and break. The birch 
stick extends clear through the cork—one piece. They are 
cheaper because they last longer. For sale by dealers or sent 
post paid upon receipt of price. For the angler who knows, 
““Ideal”’ Floats are made in the following sizes and finish: 
Redand 2and 2% in. 10c SPECIAL OFFER 
Green 3and3%in. 15c Complete Set of Corks— 
White and 4 inch,...........25¢ G6 inall. Packed $1. 00 
Green § inch,...........40c in handy bex_... 
or Plain Cork IDEAL FLOAT COMPANY 
8 N. 13th St. Richmond, Va. 


























It’s the color—not 
the shape or size—of bait, 
that attracts the game fish. 
Somewhere, sometime he has 
tasted something that has pleased him. He 
remembers its color. That's why he strikes 
and strikes hard when one of 
5 UICK 
OR’S Since BAITS 
comes skipping along bedecked in his favorite color 
He may ignore baits of a dozen different hues, but with this 
quick change outfit, you’re bound to get him, for— 
“When the Fish Won’t Bite, Change the Color” 
36 different combinations from a single pocket outfit, easily se- 
» cured, in rapid succession, without tying 
or cutting line. Made in one size only 
with treble hook. 
No. 36, 36 changes. SEE YOUR DEALER—or 
write, TODAY, for our catalog, illustrated (in 
colors), and learn more about these economical 
and EFFECTIVE new fish lures. 
“Be SKVOR & COMPANY Cc 
~ 103 Ist Ave., W. Cedar Rapids, lowa 






















THE FAMOUS MOONLIGHT FLOATING BAIT Original and Only Success- 
(Reg. U. S. Pat. Office) ful Night Fishing Bait 


“When in doubt, use a Moonlight— 
Safety First,” says a well 
known writer. Guaranteed not 
to peel or crack. Money back 
if not satisfied. 

Four Styles: . 1, Plai i ’ 
el eae 65 cts; No. I-R, no let heed 10 era Ne 


LIGH 
GHT BAIT, 2 Weedless, 75 cts; No. 3, Trout size, 35 cts, all 


Put out in the Yellow Box under the TRADE-MARK * 
“MOONLIGHT.” Accept no imitation. postpaid. Catalog on request. 


THE MOONLIGHT BAIT COMPANY Dept. A, Paw Paw, Michigan 








There are imitations, but 
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MEISSELBACH 


be FISHING REELS 


/ 
7 





CATALOG FRE 


Better FisHinc Tackte | | 
THAN OURS—IS NOT MADE 


Vacation time is here and so is fishing time. 





One of the pleasures of fishing is to feel that 
: you are properly equipped to tackle the great 
Won 28 Prizes adh 











Our Catalog in your hands places this 
great store at your disposal. You may choose 
any of the listed articles with the positive as- 
surance that there are none better. 

You’re safe in buying for we return your 
money if the goods are not satisfactory. 

Our splendid Catalog is the best book of 
its kind published and you would find it de- 
cidedly interesting. Write for a copy, it’s 


free. 
“* _H. H. MICHAELSON 
912 Broadway, Brooklyn, New York City 


That many prize winners were suc- 
cessful with our Reels in the 1914 
Field and Stream Contest. 


““TAKAPART” and “‘TRIPART”’ 
Bait Casting Reels 


stand up without a doubt, but the evidence above 
proves them to be the choice of experts. 


Use the Kind the Winners Win With 
Takapart, $4.00 Tripart $3.00 
Prize winners in many classes—brock, rainbow, 
brown and lake trout, landlocked salmon, small 
and larce mouth bass, pike, blue and we 
fish, striped and channel bass, etc. 
Ask your dealer or if he can't sup- 
ply you, write for catalug. 


A. F. Meisselbach & Bro., 


4 Congress Street 
Newark, WN. J. 
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Are You An Outdoors-Man? 
Do You Love to Hunt, Fish and Camp? 


Then how do you manage to stumble along through life without FIELD AND STREAM? 

Unquestionably the leading magazine for the out-and-out, dyed-in-the-wool sportsman in America, Field 
and Stream brings to you each month the breath of the pine-woods, the plash of the stream, the atmosphere 
of God’s outdoors! 

And then the practical, informational articles each month by the recognized leaders of the craft— 
the “how to” articles by men who have actually been there and done it! Hundreds of suggestions that 
will make your future trips more successful, cost less money, give you more comfort in camp—the little 
“dodges” and “stunts” devised by practical men after a lifetime of experience. Field and Stream is the 
shortcut by which you may apply them this year! 

Get posted, too, on our $3,000 Prize Fishing Contest. Perhaps you caught a prize-winner last year 
and didn’t know it. Don’t let it happen again! Look over the prizes and conditions and records of last 
year’s winners now running and find out what you missed. 

Ve want to get acquainted with you! 

We want you to read FIELD AND STREAM regularly during 1915, for we know that once you “get 
the habit,” we couldn’t pay you to miss it another year. 

So here’s a special introductory offer you can’t afford to 
overlook! ‘The illustration shows the well-known Stopple Kook 
Kit which has found such an enthusiastic welcome among both 

















, 
camping experts and sportsmen generally all through the ‘ 
country. It contains ample utensils for two persons in the Fe 
woods, including two fry pans and two cups, all with 3 
July detachable handles, a broiler, a pot for boiling soup, z 
potatoes, coffee, etc., all made of the most durable 
Field and practical of materials, and all nesting to- 
gether so ingeniously that the whole fits into the 
and side pocket of your hunting coat. 
Stream, 
331 4th Ave., Ask your dealer and he’ll tell you the 
N. ¥, City, Price of this Kit is $2.50, but owing to 


our buying them in large quantities 
we are able to offer you this 
Kit, with a year’s subscription tc 
FIELD AND STREAM, for 


$2.75 


Regular Price: 


Gentlemen: 


oreprie Kook Kit and 
Field and Stream magazine 
for one year to 





5 KOOK KIT 
NE 0 eh booed $4.00 THIS IS THE STOPPLE kO 
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Fishermen, Ho! 


Here's the latest cae to get the Big 
Ones— Wilson’s Cupped Wobbler—a 
surface bait, new for 1915. 

Get acquainted with the 


Wobbler Family 


and other 


|” Hastings Lucky Tackle 


HE head of the Cupped Wobbler is 

hollowed out or cupped. Skims on the 
surface, at the same time wobbling from side to 
side because of varying resistance of the water 
as itis cupped. Has the motion of an errati- 
cally wriggling minnow. Other styles: Fluted 
Wobbler, semi-surface; Winged Wobbler, 
deep water; Luminous Wobbler, Weedless 
Wobbler, Small Fluted Wobbler. 


With Wilson’s Wobblers use Hastings Lucky 
Tackle—the Hastings Double-Handle Reel 
and the Hastings Senterbrade Silk Casting 
Lines. Sold by dealers. Write for Bait Cast- 
ing Booklet and Tackle Folder. Free. 

Address Dept. B 


HASTINGS SPORTING GOODS WORKS 


HASTINGS, MICHIGAN. 
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For Your Vacation 


GO TO 


BERMUDA 


Delightful Ocean Voyage 
of Two Days Each Way 


Temperature Cooler Than the Middle 
Atlantic Coast Resorts 


Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing, Cycling 
INCLUSIVE TOURS. LOWEST RATES 


S.S. “BERMUDIAN” 


Twin Screws. 10,518 tons displacement. Sub- 
marine signals; wireless telegraph. Record trip 
39 hours 20 minutes. Largest, fastest, steadiest 
and most luxurious steamer in the Bermuda 
service. 


For full information apply to 


QUEBEC S. S. COMPANY 
32 Broadway, New York 
Thos. Cock & Sen, 245 Broadway, N. Y. 
Canada S. S. Lines, Ltd., Montreal 


vy any Ticket Agent 














PATENT APPLIED FOR 


FOR JULY ONLY! 


Reduced to ONE DOLLAR 


In order to introduce Dr. C. S. 
Wasweyler’s Marvelous Electric 
Glow Casting Minnow to the 
readers of Field and Stream for 
the month of July only (regular 
price $1.50). 

This Casting Bait Is the 
Sensation of the Year! 

Wonderfully successful catches 

reported! 


Endorsed and Used by the Wisconsin 
State Game and Fish Warden! 


Beware of useless and fraudu- 
lent infringements. 


IT IS A SURE KILLER ! 


Dr. Wasweyler’s Marvelous Electric 
Glow Casting Minnow 





Each bait a complete light 
plant, containing a dry cell and 
bulb. No wires. No phosphorus. 





off—a beautiful rich glow. Any 
color. Absolutely weedless. Can 
be used as a surface or under 
water bait. Wonderfully efficient 
at dawn, twilight and at night. 
Has been successfully tried out by 
experienced and practical bait- 
casters. Every bait guaranteed or 
money refunded. 

Do not delay! We are now 
selling them as fast as we can 
make them. Order at once so that 
you get yours in time. 

Complete bait—postpaid $1.50 
(July price $1.00). 


Dr. C. S. Wasweyler 


463 Mitchell St. Milwaukee, Wisconsin 
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friend to the traveller—and a 

good compass is always asafe 
suide. o matter where you 
are, you can tell by a glance 
ata Leedawl Jeweled Compass what 
direction to take to your destination. 


The Leedaw! Compass 
is world-famous for its 
accuracy. Isis guarante- 


ed and has a jeweled 
needle—heavy and tempered steel point— 
silvered metal dial—screw stop and white 
metal non-tarnishing case. 

Most dealers sell the Leedawl Compass. 
Go to your dealer first. If he does not have 
them, or will not order for you, send us his 
name and address with $1.00 and we will 
send you one direct from our factory. 


Descriptive matter mailed on request. 
Taylor Instrument Companies 


ROCHESTER, N. Y. 
Made in America Compasses 
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Electric Luminous Submarine Bait 


“THE GLOW WORM” 


The Game Warden has approved this electric 
lighted, minnow-shaped Fish-Lure, which can 
be used as a regular bait, but with greater 
success. The Electric Luminous Submarine 
Bait gets the big ones and doubles the pleasure 
of fishing. A neat, tiny electric lamp and bat- 
tery housed inside, throws the light outward. 
Reversing the battery; you then throw the light 
towards the rear through small port-holes. The 
greatest thing for dark days, among the lily- 
pads or at night. Simple, durable and practi- 
cal. Price complete with extra cell, $1.50, with 
weedless hooks and spinners, $2.00. Send order 
today subject to our money back guarantee. 


We have an exceptionally interesting 
proposition for dealers 


The Electric Luminous Submarine Bait Co. 
666 C Forest Home Avenue Milwaukee, Wisconsin 























CATCH BIG BASS 
With the 


ANS. B. DECKER 


Genuine Topwater Casting Bait 


This floating bait was invented and is made at 
Lake Hopatcong, N. J., by the original Decker. 
Put up in YELLOW Boxes, and must show the 
Decker signature on box to be the right one—look 
out for the imitation. For sale by all first-class 


dealers, or fifty cents by mail, postpaid. 


ANS. B. DECKER 
Lake Hopatcong, N. J. 

Try one of my Famous Ans. B. Decker Casting 
Lines, fifty yards, $1.00. We also make the famous 
— Wobbler” for pickerel, thirty-five cents 
eacn. 











New Wonderful 
ese lures will do—The re; 
South Bend Weedless 
Spinner Hook cannot be 
omen for right-down 
anlike casting.— 
Absolutely wesc, yet | 8 
a sure fish hook: 


hd 
No. 565W (% actual size) 50c 











99 is putting it mildly—Try ’em and you will 
= hese two 
~REMARKABLE FISH -GETTERS"™ never Ro oF on fishing trip without these 
putation of South Bend Quality Tacki le is behind them. 
South Bend Wobbler 
just the right size an 
ight. Possesses 
tractiveness in action and 


appearance that surpasses 
others. 


SOUTH BEND BAIT COMPANY 
2245 Colfax Ave., South Bend, Ind. 





back if not satified—We know what 







an at- 





No. 973RH (4 actual size) 50c 
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Hot Meals in the Open 


On your fishing, hunting, camping or motor trip, with a Stop- 
ple Kook Kit in your pocket, you'll always be ready to prepare 
a hot meal any time you get hungry. 

It’s a 6-piece outfit, vig enough to prepare a meal for two 
persons. When in disuse nests so snugly that it can easily be 
carried in the pocket. Thousands of ‘‘outdoor’’ men say the 


STOPPLE 


KOOK KIT 


doubles their pleasures in the big outdoors. To the ‘‘outdoor’’ 
man next in importance to food and shelter is the Stopple 
Kook Kit. 
If your dealer can’t supply you, we will 

send you a Y oo Kook Kit upon receipt 

of price—$2 
STOPPLE KOOK KIT COMPANY 

Dept. 39 
Alma, Michigan 
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Camping time is here! 


Is this year's trip to be a series of footsore days 
with colds and other ills traceable to wet feet? 


Or is the footwear problem solved—are you so well fixed that you can tramp 
mile after mile, day after day, over rough country and marshy ground, feeling safe in the 
knowledge that your feet will be dry, warm and in good shape every minute of the time? 


If your boot problem is still unsolved, get acquainted right now with 


Palmer’s Moose Head Brand 
Sporting Boots and Moccasins 


Made in New Brunswick, our moccasins have first to prove themselves with our woods- 
men neighbors before being offered to sportsmen. Could a harder test be devised? 
Palmer's moccasins fit! Oil tanned by a special process they are waterproof and pliable, 
and stay so in spite of many soakings. Every stitch hand sewed. 
sy a 
Send for Catalogue S with aA 

; al 

Styles and Prices. WANN AN Y 
ea 





{KN \\K AN 


JOHN PALMER CO,., Ltd. 
Fredericton, N. B. Canada 


'%e guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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ve le 
(Has belly Books) e fy body. whic 


Big Ones strike at night and they fight harder 


ing Son = t nds lik ] d 
xer’’ it sounds like an explosion and it is followed 
by a series of the most savage leaps and plunges imagin- THAT STAYS eav 
able. As wane feed in the weeds close to shore at night a - 
weedless bait 1s an The 
hy > positively the bape dl weediess night bait 
Luminous Coaxer. T5e¢ oh je market. e guarantee that you can cast into the 
ickest rushes or lilies in the dark without sna 
Plain Weedless . Soe It is a surface bait with red wings and tai! and oA 


sistible Send stamp for color catalog of baits. flies. } 
Postage. 2 cts. trout and bass spoons, leaders, fly dressing materials. etc. teehee ad 


| WAAR Ho 1 
AALIIG NOT WEED 


ver even dreamed they could. When they hit a DRY FLY 











h gives off a phosphorescent glow that is irre “Coaxer” Floating Flies are 









W. J. JAMISON, Dep F 736 


wa: Here's Our New Braided Silk Casting Line. Give it a trial. You wil) | ‘2&t are coated with cellu- 
pe easier and farther and catch more fish than ever before. It is smal- , 

oon ie ond eesti - i= any other No. 5 line. a 7 to be the best that § ter Proof. will outwear 
. Per 50 yd. spoo! Postage 2c had two spools connected. 
Our fo folder. * “Care of a Bait Casting Line.” will save you money. Free with each line. § '"¢¥ Sure do get the fish. 


loid epamel Absolutely 


two dozen best flies, and 


Trout, 6 Colors, $1.35; 12, $2.65 
S. California Av., CHICAGO, ILL. §f Bess, Colors, 1.65; 12, 3.25 


























FILL IT ONLY ONCE A WEEK 


Here’s the Camp Light you have been look- 
ing for—a solidly built, sure-burning lan- 
tern that will furnish 300 candle power of 
good, strong, brilliant, steady light any 
time and anywhere you want it. Here’s 
the lantern that you fill only once a week 
and clean only once a year. Make your 
outing or hunting trip this year a greater 
= eed than ever. Equip your camp 
with a 


COLEMAN 
Gas Lantern 


It makes and burns its owngas. Isstorm- 
greet and bug-proof. Won’t go out, even 
f tipped over—wind ean't blow it out. 
Most easily operated lantern made —no 
wicks, no smoke, no soot, no flicker, no 
danger—can’t spill, can’t explode, can’t 
clog—cheaper than oi]—guaranteed for 5 years, 


Write for prices. 


THE COLEMAN LAMP CO. 


203 St. Francis Ave. » « + Wichita, Kas. 
300 E. Sixth - - St. Paul, Minn. 
1030 Summit St. - + + Toledo, Ohio 





415 No. Akard, - - Dallas, Texas 


Dragon Fly for wy Fishing 


Body Colors 
Black, Green and Yel- 
One fifth low, Black and Yellow, 






actual size, ‘ 7 
sliding wired hooks attached. Green and Blue, Brown 
At dealers or by mail. Price 50 cents 


F. SCHWEICKERT, 144 Nt. Center St., Orange, N. J. 


Mr. Golight Crank 
Here’s YOUR Tent! 


This Sportsman’s Compac 
Tent is six feet wide, eight 
feet long, four feet to peak, 
rolls up 4 x 16 inches, can be 
erected with or without poles, 
weighs only 3% pounds. Ac- 
commodates two persons, has 
four adjustable ventilators, floor cloth sewed in 
as part of tent, and is guaranteed water-proof, 
snake-proof and bug-proof. A tent for years—not 
for a season. Samples and catalogue for the asking. 


COMPAC TENT CO., Inc. 
300-305 West Tenth Street, Indianapolis, Ind. 


presentatives: 

NEW YORK SPORTING egons CO., 15-17 Warren Street 
SIMMONS HARDWARE CO., = Louis, Mo. 
tte BROS., aa, Ut 























ELLERY ARMS CO., San ‘a Cal 








GUS HABICH, The Sportsman’s Store, Indianapolis, Ind. 
oneal 














THE WOBBLER BAIT 


Featured at 52c. each; 2 for $1.00 
Red head. w flutes, white body 





i “Interesting Family’’ that float, dive and swim at 
Introducing our using Fenily swim 


Catalog free E. J. LOCKHART, Galesburgh, Mich. 


———- + 








16, 18, 20-foot Blue "Bird boats ready to ship. 
gharen ~ 4 guaranteed and tested. Most practical famil 
 —— handsome appearance with epeed. 
gurabiity and seaworthiness. Best material and work- 
manship throu, ghout. Engine Detroit, two cycle reversible, 
guaranteed FI Bi pt = ; mong | parts, yo — 


out cranking, chi Has auto boat 
; OR PRE B BLUE Bik CATALOG TopAy 
onstrator agents wanted everywhere. it’s price 
to each first user of a Blue aes in an locality. py k 
also for BARGAIN SHEET on 20. 21, 23, 35' Runahout Motor 
Boats. DETROIT BOAT CO., 1104 eg Ave., Detroit, Mich. 












































HULBERT’S LANTERN | 


In “A River_Camping Trip” in this issue of Field and 
Stream, Mr. E. P. Hulbert mentions ‘“‘a folding lantern 
that burns candles. It has mica sides, folds very small when 
notin use andgivesa 
light that does not st 
out in the wind.” 

The lantern is the Stone- 
bridge “Stormproof”’ and 
isnot only found in the out- 














C. H. STONEBRIDGE MFG. CO. 23 Warren St., N. Y. City 


S THE STONEBRIDGE 


fit of every well- canleped oPests th but having passed the 
most searching and ri: ~~ it has been adopted by the 
War Department of .S. and is now supplied to all 
branches of the U.S. yh ‘and the Militia of the various 
States. At the beginning ofthe present war it was adopted by the 
War Department of Canada and has been supplied to all troops that 
have gone to the front. Itis also being used in all armies engaged 
in the European War. 

Por sale by all sporting goods dealers, or by mail on receipt of 
price. Write for catalogue. 
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SLEEP ON AIR 


WITH A COMFORT SLEEPING-POCKET 


EQUIPPED WITH A COMFORT SLEEPING POCKET you 
CAN SLEEP ON A PILE OF ROCKS AND BE COMFORTABLE 


Recommended by the Forest 
Service, Campers, Physicians, 
Invalids, Tuberculosis Patients 
and Sportsmen everywhere. A 
warm, comfortable, dry bed. 
Wind, rain, cold and moisture 
proof. Packs 6x25. We make 
air goods for home, camp, 
™ yacht, canoe, etc. 









Illustrated 
Catalogue 





) FREE 
lit? oF SSSSSsS 
= us > oe rh -*- <= i - | 
A i” = ea Lv ee Box 185-C 





Dealers Write 


METROPOLITAN Ain Goops Co. Reading, Mass. 














dep HARDY’S—the Great English Specialists 
hewn : in Split Bambeo Fishing Rods 


King Gero. Single built, double built and steel centre. The lightest, strongest, and best 
rods in the world for all kinds of fishing. 

The “DeLuxe” ae a 
Rod. This is the ™ ee 

butt of the latest production in single-handed rods for wet or dry fly fishing. The product 
of the largest and best equipped factory, the best brains and the professional champion 
fly casters both for Salmon and Trout in Europe. Hardy’s—length 9 feet, 9 feet 6-in., 
10 feet. Price $28.00. 
—-- 4 . as made by us for the late F. M. Halford, Esq., (for 
\ a D ry F lies whom we also made rods, reels, and other tackle)—all 
kinds 60 cents per dozen. 


2 The “Anglo-American” 9 feet long, fine mist colour 
ms Gut Casts for dry fly No. 355H. No.1 medium. No. 2 fine as 

= made for Mr. Halford for wet fly. Stout to 4x. Ditto to 3x. Stout lake 
to fine, stout lake to medium, extra stout to stout. Price $2.50 per dozen. 





The finest catalogue in the world containing over 400 pages, also flies in colour. 1915 
edition just out. Don’t fail to send a postcard and secure a copy free by first mail. 


HARDY BROTHERS, (Alnwick) Ltd. 
Alnwick, England 


We guarantee advertising on this and Opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 















382A ADVERTISIN. 


G DIRECTORY 





fr The Fly Reel You’ve Been Waiting For 


Responding to long recognized demand fora reel combining the individual merits of other 
good fly casting reels, but in the lightest weight com satible 

the Pflueger designers set to wor i 
tests, we now have pleasure in offering to anglers the 


PFLUEGER GOLDEN WEST FLY REEL 

In this reel the Pfluegers believe they are presenting the finest light weight, durable and 
efficient fly reel that can be produced. 

Beside reduction in weight (carried as far as strength and durability permit) notable 
features of this reel are:— 

specially designed “line shedding” oil cups, click buttons, counter sunk screws and cranks, preventing the 
line from fouling. Patented reinforced flaages shaped to preserve their strength with maximum capacity and 
even tracking of live, Crank screws and oil cups slotted to admit a one or ten-cent piece (a convenient, 


al ways-at-hand screw driver). 
going out, Lieut when reel 


pivots, ratchets, click tongue, ciick 


Write for free copy 





Patented Feb. 10, 1903, Jan. 22, ‘ 
1907, Other Patents Pending. 


Workmanship and material are «Pflueger quality” and covered by eur unqualified guarantee ‘without time limit !"’ Need more 
be said? Finest German Silver, satin finish: Harp Rossex Disce Iwrerteaven Wir ALumivum, Finely balanced flush crank, 


See this reel at your dealer's to-day. Ifhe hasn't his supply yet, send direct. Prices (packed in velvet lined 
jeweler’s case with Marvel oil can ):—60-y ards, $5.25; 80-yards, $6.25 ; 100-yards, $7.25 delivered. 

“Tips on Tackle’’ containing much information for anglers. 

THE ENTERPRISE MFG. CO. Dept. 2 

Akron Fishing Tackle Works, Successors to The Pa ob Fish Hook Co., Established 1864. 


with strength and durability, 


After long months of experimentation and exhaustive 


Improved adjustable click operates with STRONG resistance when line is 
ing in, 


spring, all of steel, 


AKRON, OHIO 








“SAFETY FIRST” 





CANOES $18 and up. KAYAK (rough water) $22. 





ROWBOATS $18 and up. FISH BOATS $22 and up. 


RQWBOATS designed and built for DETACHABLE 
MOTORS $35, 





CANOES (square stern) for DETACHABLE 
MOTORS $30. 





SPEED CANOES, engine installed, 15 to 20 miles an 
hour, $78. ° 





MOTOR boars, 16 to 24 ft. long, with pagine installed, 
$93 and up. Without engine $53 and up. 

The freight on 16, 18 and 20 ft. Motor Boats is figured 
according to the actual weight of the boat based on the 
hundred pound ra 

SEND FOR F RE E CATALOG. 
you are interested in. 


THOMPSON BROS. BOAT MFG. CO 
26 Ellis Avenue Peshtigo, Wis. 


Let us know what 











Marine 
E ngines 


“America’s Standard 4 Cycle Marine Motor” 
4Cycle, 4 Cylinder, 12t0 20H.P. Highest Li 


a Silent operation. No vibration. Contro 
like the finest Motor Carengine. Extremely 


ma ~~ on request. 
‘ton 31 Detroit, Mich. 





$180 to 
KERMATH | MFG. to, 











MORRIS CANOES 


Guat 


The canoe of refinement. Consult the catalogue. 


B.N. MORRIS, Inc., 600 State St., Veazie, Me. 

















Buy Motors Direct 


Why pay excessive dealer prices when 
we furnish you just as high grade 
motors and practically 


what the dealerasks? We are manufacturers— 
not jobbers. We ask but one small profit. 
Our line embodies the famous American 
rowboat ont. sance motors as described 
’ also marine moto: 
ie to four cylinders, des- 
log **A.’’ State which book 
—— catilog, re free, Get our prices, 


PANY 
e238 Boston St., ™ 











Even the best reels h 
end energy to overcor 


yards to the cast. 


for it—shoot it right 





Is Your Reel Doing Its Share? 


from old standards. 
presented to anglers. 


THE GYRATORY REEL 


has six definite claims to the angler’s favor:— 
test. The line “is aut 
spooled, not by level winding fingers, but by a 
gyratory motion of the 
parts. Uniform spooling helps enormously, adds clearing 


2ad. Free running spool for the cast, no gears in 
mesh—gyratory movement suspended. A tried 
and proven feature of great value. Sth. 
3rd. A true open spool design, Not a single Cth. Quick toolless take down ;entirely demount- 
cross bar to catch the “loop” caused when spool 
Don’t buy a reel without investigating the Gyratory. If your dealer hasn't it yet in stock, send 
$6 and we will send one prepaid. Try it ten days, and if it fails to live up toevery claim made 


w. C. Mfg. Co., 1142 Main Street, Racine, Wis. 


eretofore have had faults awaiting the mechanical mind with initiative 
ne them. In solving these problems we have made radical departures 
The result, tested through two years of actual service, is now 


travels faster than line is going out, the throwing 
matically and perfectly back of which causes the dreaded ‘backlash’ snarl. 
This feature alone wilt do away with most of your 
present backlashing. Open spool makee for easy 
of the few backlashes that do occur. 
4th, Automatic click. Works only one way. 
Needs no “putting on,” or “taking off.” 


spool itself, without extra 





Automatic spool lock. 


able without tools. Write today for booklet. 


back and your money will reach you by return mail, without argument. 
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Made since 1861 from 7 kinds 
of tobaccos, from 7 different 
parts of the world—the best 
of each kind. 


1/4 pound, new air- 


tight Export Package 


SOc. 


Smaller Sizes, 15c and 25c 
8 and 16 oz. tins, $1.00 and $2.00 
You’ll never know how good 
tobacco can be made until you 
smoke Arcadia. 


If your dealer cannot supply you, 
write to us at once 











Uganda Railway 


Observation Cars pass through the Greatest Natural 


— 
Big Game Preserve 
in the World. 
The Highlands of East Africa have become the 
fashion as a winter home for Aristocrats. 


Sportsmen 


in search of Big Game make this district a hobby. 
Students of Natural History revel in this field of 
Nature’s own making 

Most interesting iheratere sent free. 


Address, D. G. LONGWORTH 


Dewar House, Haymarket, London, S. W. 








Absolutely Safe—Carries Easily —Compact 


MICHIGAN A XE 
Knock-Down 
Made of best drop forged steel, 
strongest hickory handle. Just right 
for good grip and a hard blow. Remove 
thumb screw and place blade in fibre sheath 
at end of handle. Your belt slips through 
hole in blade carrying easily and safely. 
all best dealers or circular on request 
$2.00 we will send axe prepaid. 


Michigan Knock-Down Axe Co. 
305 Gd. River Ave. Detroit, Mich. 























FOUR BAITS IN ONE 
The No. 1 Weedless Winged ‘“‘Mascot” is the most con- 
venient bait ever devised. With it you can meet any 
condition that may arise. You can fish deep, medium or 
shallow water, also among the rushes, lilies, stumps, 
snags, etc. No other bait needed. It will get you bigger 
fish and more of them than you ever got Ft nod 
cannot afford to be without it. Send for it at once. in 
our illustrated Fishing Tackle Catalog. 


THE W. J. JAMISON CO., Dept. F, 736 So, California Ave., Chicago, Ii. 
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ROW BOAT MOTOR 
|) D/O 


JE ZION Y 


Catch Me If You Can 


In we go for a swim and away again fora spin 
to another part of the lake—with no labor and 
no worry about the time or the motor, for it’s a 
FERRO in the boat, ‘‘the motor that takes you 
there and brings you back again.” 

The Ferro Rowboat Motor gives unlimited pleasure and 
comfort to lovers of fishing, hunting, bathing and canoe- 
ing. The FERRO is easily carried, fits any rowboat or 
canoe, and is always powerful and dependable. It is so 
simple a child can run it, is light in weight, doesn’t gct out 
of order, and gives speed from two to ten miles an hour. 

Below are some features that show you the superiority 
of Ferro design and guarantee you satisfaction that you 
can get nowhere else. For the FERRO is the one row- 
boat motor that was built right first and priced afterwards, 

Bosch High Tension Magneto—reversible and waterproof. 

Genuine Float-Feed Carburetor—not a mixing valve. 

Scientifically Constructed Mu ffler—quiet, no lost power. 

Weedless Propeller—gives a non-stop motor. 

Any canoe fitted for FERRO more easily and cheaply 
than for other motors. No extra equipment needed, just 
our ‘‘well’’ plans for your carpenter. 

Catalog of fullinformation on request. Also literature 
of marine engines if you're interested in larger boats. 
If you can't find dealer, write us direct for motor. 
with Bosch ree Some good territory still open for men who can qualify 
versible water- as Ferro agents. Write us today, giving references. 

c proof magneto 
$65 with waterproof THE FERRO MACHINE & FOUNDRY CO. 
battery ignition 744 Hubbard Avenue Cleveland, Ohio 


DONT GO ROWING-GO 





































We sell direct to you—No agents’ com- 
missions—That’s how we make such 
low prices. 

Two sizes, 2 H. P. and 4 H. P. 
also canoe sizes—$38.50 and up. 


Flywheel Magnetos—Rever- 
sible Propellers—all latest 
and best improvements. Write 


or wire for particulars. We 
can save you money. Immedi- 
ateshipments. Every motor has 
our full money-back guarantee 


Get our proposition before you buy. 











, | 
The HYDROPLANE ROWBOAT | | 


For Use with Your Rowboat Motor 


The very best design, materials and work- | 
manship make these the best boats. AND 
uP 


Send for Bulletin and Prices 
VALLEY BOAT CO. ___ Saginaw, Mich. 


GRAY BOOKS) EREER 1 o> ¢ 
¥ ON BOATS “*° MOTORSEz 


SO Leading Boat Builders have joined with the Gray Motor Co. 
and issued a catalog of Specialized Boats. 175 boats to select from, 
any kind of a boat from a $125 fishing launch to a $2500 mahogany 
finished express launch, powered with 6 cylinder self starting 4 cycle 
Gray Motor. This Book is Free. Write for it today. Also Bi 

Gray Mari ine Catalog showing complete line 2 and 4 cycle 
marine motors $55 upwards, | to 6 cylinders. 3 to 50 H. P, Write for it. 
GRAY MOTORCO., 742 Gray Motor Bidg., Detroit, Mich. 





K Sweet Mig. Co., 765 Griswold St., Detroit, Mich. 




















Write for new book on canoeing — FREE 
Investigate by writing tal now for Kennebec Rook. Read about our 
eare in designing, selection of materials, workmanship, and finish. Learn 
whv the name ‘‘ Kennebec ’’ means greatest beauty speed, strength, 
lightness. Don’t miss interesting new book. free. Address, 

KENNEBEC CANOE CO. 17 R.R. Sq., Waterville, Me. 












In Canada the largest canoe factory is ours 


Our canoes are all canvas-covered—we specialize and con- 
centrate on that. Right now, on account of the war, we 
are selling canoes of our exceptionally high and standard 
quality at greatly reduced prices. 


Duty free into the U.S. Ask for our illustrated booklet. 


CHESTNUT CANOE COMPANY, Limited 
P. O. Box 150 Fredericton, N. B., Canada 











14 FT. PLEASURE MODELee= - - 
All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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You Can Swing Your 
FEDERAL Inboard 


with the propeller raised out of the water. This makes it unnec- 
essary to detach engine before beaching your boat, running 
through weeds, towing boat, etc. Can be reversed and com- 
pletely controlled from any part of boat. 

The FEDERAL is the easiest starting, speediest and most 
reliable of detachable motors and is absolutely vibrationless. 


Two cylinders, full three horse power. No freak mag- 
neto, but the world’s best—the famous high tension Bosch. 
The FEDERAL has many exclusive features which make it incal- 
culably superior to all other detachable motors. Clamps to canoes or 
any shaped rowboat without boring holes, building wells or even scratch- 
ing the varnish. 
Send for illustrated catalog. 





Live Dealers and Agents write for our 
unusual proposition. Some excellent terri- 
tory still open. 


FACTORY 
Newark, N. J. 


Federal Motor & Manufacturing Co. 





620-25 F Street, N. W. Washington, D. C. 
































Graceful 
As a Fine 


Launch 


—swift, beautiful, per- 
fectly balanced and 
| proportioned, elegantly 

. finished, designed by 
naval architects. Gives you the comfort, 
speed and safety of a motor boat at little 
more than row boat cost. Pommer Boats 


FOR DETACHABLE MOTORS 
travel level—are built extra strong—are 
positively non-capsizable—are carvel-p anked 
in white pine, brass screw fastened, guar- 
anteed not to leak—have spray guards and 


SPECIAL BOATS FOR OUTBOARD MOTORS 


Our years of experience have enabled us to build the 
very best. boat on the market for use with outboard 
motors. Strong, staunch—able to resist vibration—sea- 
worthy and fast. Over 100 of these boats sold last 
summer, 














For years we have been recognized as one of the 
best boat builders in the Northwest. Over 8,000 of our 
rowboats now in daily use, in every State in the Union. 

ou can’t make a mistake in buying here. 

_Our beautiful illustrated catalog showing the entire 
Kidney line will be mailed to anyone sending us 6 cents 
to cover postage. 


DAN KIDNEY & SON WEST DE PERE, WISCONSIN 





new “horse-shoe” rear seats which give 
nearly twice the room of ordinary seats. 
Write today for our new, free, illustrated 
catalog. 


POMMER BOAT BUILDING COMPANY 
Wharf 24 ilwaukee, Wis. 





























Von Lengerke & Antoine, Agents, 340 So. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Jil. 
ates 


ysPecia. MARINE CANOE GLUE 


WATERPROOF’, BEST FILLER FOR CANVAS 


Any puncture or leak in, boat, canoe or flying boat can be 
to a canoeist as a repair kit to a bicyclist or automobilist. 


repaired in five minutes. It is as valuable 
It is a Johnny-on-the-spot article that no 


boatman should be without. It does not dry up nor deteriorate in the can, but will be found equally 
top emergency cans, 25 cents each; by mail 30 cents each. 
se and How to 


ready for use in ten arene today. han gag 
arine Glue, What 


Send for booklet 





Use it." At ali Sporting 


L. W. FERDINAND & CO., 152 Kneeland St., Boston, Mass., U. S. A. 









We guarante 


e advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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Don’t Rob Yourself of the 
Sport This Canoe Brings 


Buy an ‘Old Town Canoe”’ and get in a lot of hunting, 
camping and poy that you are now missing. $30 or $40 
. spent for an “Old Town”’ is a lasting investment in 
pleasure, convenience and health. 


Old MM , Co : p 
It’s a worthy craft—balanced truly. It’s light and swift, with 
shallow draft, but with ample stability and strength for heavy 
loads. Soundly and honestly built in every detail. Ask ex- 


OLD TOWN CANOE COMPANY perienced guides and trappers which canoe is best. Eightin 
417 Middle Street, Old Town, Maine, U.S.A. _ ten will say, ‘‘Old Town.’ 


3000 “Old Town Canoes” ready 
to ship immediately on receipt 
of order. Many models—all 
described in our catalog of 
canoe facts. Write for it and 
name of dealer in your town. 














Especially Designed 
For Outboard 









Be First At The 
Hunting Grounds — 


But don’t row 
and tire your body and nerves 
—clamp a Caille Five-Speed 
Motor to the stern of your boat 
and travel to the hunting grounds 
at 7 to 10 miles an hour in ease 
and comfort. The 


is a sportsman’s motor. Has five speeds — f “: 4 New Brooks Model 


speed, trolling s . neutral, slow reverse a ‘ 
fast reverse. Al speeds secured by push-button : New Semi-V-Bottom Type—Built with extra strength 


control without stopping, reversing or altering § 2% and buoyancy at stern to offset strain and weight of motor 
speed of motor. Has 3 —seats 6 or oi gumer—tde in weight—fast—seaworthy. 


Magneto Built in Flywheel $ 00 Buys all Materials Shipped 
Dual ignition if desired. Silencer on exhaust. § aaa Knocked-down 
Waterproof gear housing. These and many other § * 
features fully described in free catalog No. 10, Be or boat built opengtate, at factory—shipped 
If interest - marine motors sno 3 to 3 4 ready to use—only $45.00 
H. P., ask for catalog No. 24 The Brooks Outboard Motor can be had with 
Dealers Wanted he. pln. P iod he Fmt Leos pens) 
orm for t and motor 
oa Perfection —3, completed boat, ready to use, $45.00—4, completed 
boat and motor $90.00. Boat i is light, fast, seaworthy— 
sturdy frame—designed by experts—can be assembled by 
anyone in spare time. 
Write for full description—also catalog showing com- 
plete line of boats. Write today. 


5907 Brooks Avenue 

Brooks Mfg. Co., Saginaw, Mich., U.S.A. 

Largest concern of tts kind in the world. Originators of 
the Pattern System of boatbuilding. 





























FOLDING CANVAS BOATS: AND CANOES 
Light, easy to handle, no boathouse leaks, or repairs. Safe anywhere, always ready, check as Laggaxe, carry by 
hand. Safe for family, or bait casting standing. Ali sizes. Ribbed longitudinally and diagonally, Non-sinkable, 
Stronger than wood or steel. Used in the U.S. Navy and Army, and Canadian and Foreign Governments. Awarded 
First Prize at Chicage and st. Louis World's Fairs. We fit any of our boats for Outboard Motors. Catalogue. 


KING FOLDESS CANVAS BOAT CO. 691 Harrison St., Kalamazoo, Mich. 














Magnificent Steel Launch $ 


Complete With Engine, Ready to Run 









96 


18-20-23 and 27 ft. boats at proportionate prices. A!) !dunches texted and fitted with 


Detroit two cycle reversible engines with speed controlling lever—simplest engine made—starte 
without cranking—has only 3 moving parts—anyone can ron it. The Safe Launch—abso- 
lutely non-sinkable—needs no boathouse. All boats fitted with air-tight compartments—can- 
not sink, leak or rust, We are sole owners of the patents for the manufacture of rolled steel, 
lock-seamed steel boats. Orders filled the day the, are received. Boats shipped to every part 
of the world. Free Catalog. Steel Rowboats $20. (83) 
MICHIGAN STEEL BOAT CO. 1345 Jefferson Avenue, Detroit, Mich., U. §. A. 
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Won The Silver Cup In Big Southern Race 

“Even after having asli he focident w ile racing with the best known 
q ina . y : 
rp. This is a great elvertiosment for the Taben. Nee Orie ik 












































Twenty-Footor Beats a Small Skiff 
“The motor I purchased last summer ie 





fee y and ly le. 
Has never been stalled so that I could not start, 
and reverses as surely as if it had a reverse 

ear. 1 used it on my sail boat, a heavy fiat 
ottom twenty-footer, and in racing beat the 
---motor on a twelve foot skiff.’’- ton, Md. 


Speedier— More Powerful—No Vibration 


Put your boat in the prize winning class this summer by run- 

ning the great 2-cylinder KOBAN Rowboat Motor. You'll 

get over the water with a smooth, even glide that gets you 

where you want to go in a hurry without disagreeable, 
seam-splitting jolts and jars. 


int. 
2a KOBAN 'norox 


The motor that sets the pace—a real engine that runs smoothly, quietly and 
does not shake the boat. Two opposed cylinders, firing simultaneously, 
overcome all vibration. Develops full3 H. P. 50% more speed than all other motors. 
Easy to start. Easy to handle. Slows down to a crawl at will-reverses when you 
press button. Makes long ocean voyages—swift river currents—carries off racing prizes. 


. The book that tells Sorry They Did Not Wait 
Write for our 1915 Catalog you what you want ““The week before our motor arrived 
toknow about a rowboat motor. Shows why the _fhere were four different motors ordered 


KOBAN is the best rowboat motor on the market. the Koban, "which works perfectly, the 
|, Stan Mfg. Co., 292 So. Water St., Milwaukee,Wis, 9 °°" *° Sr Mey Ma not wicago, Ill. 


—- 

JEWEL DETACHABLE ELECTRIC 
ROWBOAT MOTOR. attaches 

to any rowboat, runs on 2 six-volt 

batteries, No odor, noise or dangerous 

gasoline, Complete without batteries, 

$76, with batteries, $100. 


J EWE L Srotscesarreer 


Look inside your battery through the 
patente¢t open window. See condition 
































EVINRUDE 


Detachable Rowboat and Canoe Motors 


The rowboat and canoe motor you see every- 
House Lighting Plants, Qood Reliable where. Thousands are in use and every user 
Agents Wanted. Write for Catalog. is an enthusiast. Take one with you to lake, 
JEWEL ELECTRIC CO., Dept. F. S., 732 Sherman Street, Chicago , river or seashore, clamp it to a rowboat or 
ace RRR TIE SERRE A REI re | canoe, and enjoy all the pleasures of motor- 
boating—without the expense 


6-100 Starting Battery, $18. We make 








The Evinrude drives a rowboat 7 to 8 miles an 
hour—a canoe 10 to 12 miles—and runs four 
hours on less than a gallon of gasoline. 





Write today for catalog illustrating and de- 
scribing new features of the 1915 model. 


4 15 Evinrude Block 
Evinrude Motor Co. Milwaukee, U.S.A. 
Distributing Branches—69 Cortlandt St., New York, 


N, Y.; 218 State St., Boston, Mass. ; 436 
Market St., San Francisco, Cal. ; Front 
and Morrison Sts., Portland, Ore. 





A 15-ft. canoe so light that a man can hold it at 
arm’s length? Why, you could take one of these back 
over the mountains to that little pond where you 
caught those nice trout. 

You can get these special, light canoes of E. M. 
WHITE & CO., who employ only expert workmen, 
with years of experience, using only the best of mate- 
rial to produce the lightest yet most durable canoe on 
the market. Write for catalog. 


E. M. WHITE & Co. 
131-135 Water St., Old Town, Me. 
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Forty Ways to the 


CALIFORNIA 
EXPOSITIONS 


is the title of an attractive booklet issued 
by the Chicago & North Western Ry., 
which outlines in concise form forty dif- 
ferent attractive routes from Chicago to 
California, and shows plainly by a series 
of outline maps how you may visit both 
Expositions and see the grandest mountain 
scenery and the localities most interesting 
to the sightseer en route. 

You should have this booklet to properly 
plan your trip to the Pacific Coast and the 
California Expositions, It will save you 
time and money. 

Mailed free with other literature which 
will assist you in determining the places 
you wish to visit en route and giving rates, 
complete train service and full particulars, 


Address 
C. A. CAIRNS, G. P. & T. A. 


CHICAGO, Ill. 


























MUSKELLONGE 
JULY AND AUGUST 
They struck well here in those months last year. 
Not occasionally, but every day. We can deliver 
the fishing goods and will give references to 
prove it if desired. Write for booklet to 


a" rIRe ISLAND CAMP 
Box 2 Grand View, Wis. 


MUSCALLONGE BASS AND PIKE FISHING 


Cedar Lodge Resort is on Squaw Lake, in the finest part 
of Wisconsin. Fine fishing in Squaw and ten other 
lakes. Good canoeing, bathing and woodland hikes. 
Separate cabins in addition to the hotel. Gocd food our 
specialty. Spend your vacation in the great woods. 
Write for circular and full information. 





WILLIAM HILL, Proprietor 
Cedar Lodge Summer Resort Lac Du Flambeau, Wis. 








Hackensack, Minn. 


On the banks of beautiful and famous Woman’s 
Lake, 12 miles east of Hackensack, 186 miles from 
Twin Cities on N. P. and M. and I. R. R.; thor- 
oughly refurnished; many new improvements; Bass, 
Pike, Muscallonge, etc.; plenty of boats and bait, 
tackle, guides, etc. Home cooking; abundance of home 
grown vegetables; fresh milk; butter; eggs and meat; 
log cabin cottages. Rates $2 per day. 


W. J. SPAIN, Prop. 








Fisherman’s Paradise 


GRASS LAKE, MICH. 
The finest Bass, Pickerel and Muscallonge fishing in Michi- 
gan. All varieties of Brook Trout. The adjacent streams, 
reached by launch or afoot, are alive with Speckled, Rain- 
bow, and German Brown Trout. Reasonable rates. Send 
for my booklet. Great place for women and children. 
Perfect sanitary conditions, 


H. D. SMITH: -- Bellaire, Mich. 
~The Maples and Intermediate Lodge 


Overlooking the beautiful Intermediate Lakes. A regular, old- 
fashioned, home-like place located right in the woods, fitted out 
with two huge fireplaces, making an ideal place to spend one’s 
outing. All good home cooking, everything up-to-date. We are 
pioneers in the business, handling our guests in a satisfactory 
manner. We furnish good board and good boats at a reasonable 
price. Cottages for rent. Game fish of all kinds, Bass, Pike, 
Muskie, Trout, and all other kinds of common fish. For full 
particulars and folder. address 


W. C. GREEN, The Maples, Bellaire, Mich, 


Do You Want to Catch a Prize Winner? 


Then come to Dardis Lake for your fishing trip. 
We have the finest muscallonge, bass and pike 
fishing that you ever saw. Big ones—plenty of 
them waiting for you. Our rates are only $1.00 
per day. Write for full particulars. 


G. A. ANDREWS oe Wisconsin 


gnoe] rips 


Send 2 cents for book Gusting some 
wonderful canoe trips. Maps of daily 
travel. Good fishing. Delightful 00 
scenery. Inexpensive. Long to be re- INE 











membered. 
W. R. CALLAWAY, G. P. A. SOO LINE 
Soo Buliding Minneapolis, Minn. 

















FROST & RICHARD RANCH-RESORT 
ist and Fishing Trips, personally guided by NED FROST and FRED RICHARD. 


“The | HUNTING TPS « - for elk, Eopuntain-chesp, dose bear. The CAMPING 
TRIPS ar over with saddle 
WYOMING including the YELLOWSTONE PARK and JACKSON HOLE country. 


erences. White for 


FROST & RICHARD 


BIG GAME HUNTING, CAMPING 
AIN stock and hay ranch largely devoted to the care of 


and 
and pack outfits thru all NORTHWESTERN 


CODY, WYOMING 
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The Lure of 





Long Island 





Boating 
Bathing 


There is a lake on Long 
Island, filled with black 
bass, only a short run from 
New York City. May we 
tell you the name of it? 





There are two good trout 
streams you should know 
about. 


Do you know where to 
find leaping tuna, striped 
bass, trolling and_ surf 
casting within easy reach 
of New York City? 


Passenger Agent, Long Island R. R., Room 371, 








Write and ask for this information, also for copy of 
“LONG ISLAND and REAL LIFE” 


the new book, giving a tabulated list of the hotels and boarding houses, 
describes the good times of summer sojourners of former years. 
Pennsylvania Station, N. 


Fishing 
Shooting 


Have you selected your 
camp site for this season? 











We 


dies. 


know of some dan- 


Trap shooting is popu- 


lar at many hotels and 
clubs on Long Island. 
Want to know them? From 


one end of the Island to the 
other, on both sides won- 
derful beaches are found— 
surf or stillwater bathing. 


their charges, etc., and illustrates and 
Mailed upon receipt of ten cents by the General 
, a 














AT THREE LAKES 


Wisconsin, you will find the ideal camp. Situated on Seven Mile 
Lake in the famous lake region of North Wisconsin. Fine muscal- 
longe, northern pike, bass and pickerel fishing. Good food, abun- 
dance of fresh milk, butter, eggs and vegetables. Dandy boating 
and bathing. Beautiful forest walks and woods scenery. Great 
chance for game photography. You'll find only the best of every- 
thing here. Send for booklet. 

References—Rev, E. A. Edwards, 1013 Vermont St., Lawrence, Kansas; James 
F. Peters, 10 South Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill.; M. H. Wood, 3912 Hyde Park, 
Kansas City, Mo.; R. J. Hillinger, 10 So, Wabash Ave., Chicago, Il. 


THE REESE RESORT, A. K. Reese, Prop., THREE LAKES, WIS. 
Muscallonge and Bass are Plentiful 


as well as wall-eyed pike, croppies and_ northern pike in the 
Mantrap-Elbow I.ake chain, near Dorset, Minn. At Fisherman’s 
Lodge we have neat and comfortable log cabins, surrounding cen- 
tral dining hall. Plenty of good food; much of it from our own 
garden. Solid comfort combined with good fishing. Send for our 
booklet showing photos of our cabins, and map showing the many 
good fishing waters within easy distance. Have just bought new 
flotilla of boats. 


FISHERMAN’S LODGE 
A. O. Wambold, Prop. _— Dorset, Hubbard County, Minn. 


For Your Spring Trout Fishing Trip 


this year try the justly famous old Sullivan County trout streams— 
the Willowemoc and the Mongaup. Restocking every year has kept these 
streams the most reliable for good sport of any in this section. You 
can put up at the Old Cooper Homestead—of high reputation for 
almost half a century as a fisherman’s resort. A new house, all 
modern improvements, good rooms and every comfort—open fire- 
places. Season opens April 4th. Make arrangements now and come 
early. Write for booklet and rates. Address 

MISS ADA COOPER, De Bruce, Sullivan County, N. Y- 


TROUT FISHING 


lace you have been looking for! Spruce Cabin Inn, 
‘ocono Mountains on an elevation above Brodhead Falls 
and a Brook, offers sportsmen real trout in seven different 
streams and unexcelled accommodations and cuisine. ge _rooms wit! 

vate baths, electric lights and every modern convenience. Golf, Tennis, 
Bowling, Billi ool, Saddle Horses. 

Trout season now open. Write for booklet 

W. J. and M. D. Price Cenandensis P.O., Penn. 


Cresco Station D, L. & W 
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Come Where the Trout Are Rising 
if you want results. Private trout lake for use of patrons. 
Also stream fishing. Good table and accommodations. 
Nice quiet place for women and children. No bar. No 
rough characters. 

New maple sugar and syrup of our own manufacture 
for sale. 


Address, W. E. & M. S. HUMES, 
Forest Home, HARRISVILLE, N. Y. 


Brook Trout and Salmon Fishing 
NONE BETTER IN THE ADIRONDACKS 


Try Lake Meacham this season and make Lake Meacham Hotel 
your headquarters. Situated in the center of a tract of 7,000 acres 
of fine forest lands. Elevation 1,650 feet. All modern improvements, 
good rooms, and every comfort. Excellent table. Separate cottages 
if desired. Good bathing. Beautiful drives. Deer hunting in sea- 
son. Write for booklet. - 

GEO. CUSHMAN, Mer. 


LAKE MEACHAM HOTEL Cco., MEACHAM LAKE, N. Y. 








Bear Mountain Camp 


Cranberry Lake, 
ing, fishing, beautiful water trips; 


Adirondack Mountains; canoeing, bath- 
running spring water 


throughout, separate bathrooms for ladies, open fire 
places; excellent cuisine, cool verandas and homelike 
rooms; perfect sanitation; boats meet all trains. For 


rates address 


J. M. BALDERSON, Cranberry Lake, N. Y. 
FOR YOUR SPRING TROUT FISHING TRIP 


this year, come to The New Inlet House in the heart of the 
Adirondacks, situated on the banks of the east branch of Oswe- 
gatchie River, famous for its abundance of speckled trout weigh- 
ing up to five and six pounds, noted for its excellent fly fishing. 
Good canoeing eighteen miles up the river. Milk, cream, butter, 
eggs, vegetables and berries from our farm in connection with 
hotel. Buy your ticket for Benson Mines, St. Law. Co., 

Upon request a conveyance will meet you at Benson Mines, a dis- 
tance of four and one-half miles from the hotel. where a welcome 
awaits you. There is a good automobile road from Benson Mines 
to hotel. Write or telephone. Address 





Mr. & Mrs. F. L. MOORE, New Julet House, Wanahena, N.Y. 
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“North and East 
Pond Camps” 


Two Upper Famous Belgrade Lakes 


Large and comfortable cabins, with 
and without bath. Fly and bait fish- 
ing phenomenal—40 to 100 bass per 
day. Trout streams nearby. Our 
own gardens, two automobiles, ex- 
cellent roads, and —_ 78 miles 
east of Portland, or hours from 
Boston. 

Write for new descriptive booklet. 


E.W. Clement, Prop., | Oakland, Maine 


Kidney Pond Camps 


In heart of Maine Woods, Just the place 
to spend your outing. Separate Cabin for 
each party. Very best of fishing and hunt- 
ing. Twenty-three fine trout ponds, handy 
to home camp, offer the best of fishing for 
all Summer. Boating, canoeing, bathing 
and some of the best side trips are to be ha 
here, including the ascent of Mt. Katahdin. 
Best’ of accommodations. Fresh vege- 
tables from our own garden. Fresh eggs, 
milk ~ butter. Canoes and boats fur- 
nished free to our ores, re d from 
Norcross, Maine, on B, B 
leaving Boston at’7 7 P.M. it is “possible to 
arrive at Kidney Pond the next night. 
Write for Booklet and Rates. 


I. O. HUNT 


Hampden Maine 





Camping in the 
Wilderness 


Attean Camp at the Head Waters of 
t oose River 


If you are keen for a real Sport-giving, 
Health-giving Vacation this summer in the 
heart of the wilderness, Attean provides 
the finest camps with the best of service 
with good fishing, canoeing, boating, bath- 
ing and mountain climbing. 


Write for Booklet 
RUEL E. HOLDEN, Jackman, Maine 





Camp Phoenix 
NORCROSS, MAINE 


Is in the heart of the best fishing and 
hunting country in the state. Trout fish- 
ing of the finest in Sourdnahunk Lake, 
Little Sourdnahunk and Sourdnahunk 
Stream. Black bear, moose and deer in 
abundance. Separate cabins, good whole- 
some food. Vegetables, eggs and milk 
from our own farm. Many fine canoe 
trips in this region. This is the place for 
your vaeation. Write for booklet and 
prices. 


C. A. DAISEY, Proprietor 
Main 


Norcross e 





For Fishing and Mountain Climbing 
HUNTING IN SEASON 

This is one of the sections of Maine where there 
is fishing and hunting such as made the name of 
Maine famous. Now is the time to make reserva- 
tions for the fishing season, Come here this year 
for some of Maine's best trout fixhing. Main 
Camps on west branch of the Penobscot river, out 
camps atHurd Pond and Foss-Knowlton ponds, 
Main Camps 20 miles from Norcross, 12 miles of 
which is covered by steamer, the rest by canoes. 
Our Camps are in the real wilderness, but real 
solid comfort 1s provided our guests, We havea 
booklet telling all about us. May we send it? 


KATAHDIN VIEW CAMPS 
Waldo A. Davis, Mer. Norcross, Maine 
Address until May 10th 
WEST ENFIELD, MAINE R. F.D. No.1 








See Maine First 


Join one of our Tours this Summer, 
through ‘‘Maine’s Waterways of the Wil- 
derness,”” the famous Allagash and St. 
John River trips. See this beautiful Fish 
and Game region at its best. We furn 
everything to make the trip a _ success. 
Talk it over with your friends and send 
for booklet giving places visited, side 
trips and cost. Remember the parties 
are limited to twenty, and there will be 
but three during the season, so it will 
be necessary to enroll early to secure 
accommodations. 


Address : 


Dr. G. E. HATHORNE, Msgr. 
144 Central Street - Bangor, Me. 
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Spend Your Vacation 
Where the Fishing is Good 


Mattawamkeag Lake, the most entrancing 
spot in all the wonderland of northern 
Maine, stands foremost in this great sport. 
There’s pickerel, bass, perch, trout and sal- 
mon in abundance. Good canoeing. Our 
camps are situated right on the lake and 
all have running water. Table laden with 
the bounties of lake, forest and farm. Big 
game shooting in Fall. Write for booklet, 


W. W. SEWALL 
Hook Point Camps Island Falls, Me. 





Belgrade Lake Camps 


Situated on the Largest of the 
Famous Belgrade Lakes 


the ideal spot for sportsmen. You will find 
all the fishing you want—brook trout, sal- 
mon, bass—and bully cabins with the best 
kind of simple, home-cooked food. Plenty 
of vegetables, milk, cream and fruit Every 
cabin is well built, has running water and 
modern improvements. Make arrangements 
now and come early. 


FRANCIS D. THWING, Prop. 
BELGRADE LAKES, ME. 


(Here’s where the record salmon in Field 
and Stream’s 1913 Contest was caught.) 
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Woodstock For Sale 


Well Suited for Game 
Preserve 


Nearly 350 acres land, about 75 acres 
open, balance in young hardwood forest with 
splendid fishing pond stocked with black bass 
and perch. Immediately on tidewater. Dwell- 
ing house with nine rooms. Fine harbor for 
yacht and small boats. Price attractive. 


GEO. W. RICHARDSON. West Point, Va. 








To the Fisherman, Canoeist and Camper 


ALGONQUIN PROVINCIAL PARK, ONTARIO’S 


2,500,000-acre Forest and Game Preserve, offers a virgin 

Lakeland of 2,000 lakes and streams comparatively un- 

fished. Rare opportunities for live game photography. 

2,000 feet elevation Immune from Hay Fever 
Highest and Coolest Resort in Ontario 


HOTEL ALGONQUIN 


at Joe Lake Station is the Starting Point of the direct 
canoe routes North and South through the Park. 

The hotel affords every requisite and comfort for guests 
within easy reach of fine Trout and Bass fishing. 

Complete Custhiog and Provisioning Store. Canoe and 
Boat Livery. Guides ereannes- Six hours from Ottawa, 
eight from Toronto. *ullman service. 

Information and booklet of 


L.E.MERELL, Mowat P. O., Ontario 





In the famous Lake of Bays, Ontario. Here are Speckled Trout, 
Salmon Trout, and the gamy Black Bass in goodly profusion. At 
Raynor Island Camp we care for but a limited number of guests— 
and we do it awfully well. We are interested in only the sort of 
people who appreciate something better than the usual ‘‘flapjacks 
and bacon’’ of fishing camp fame—in conjunction with the sort of 
fishing that makes for pleasant reveries. We are a bit out of the 
beaten trac k—just the place you have been looking for. Comfort— 
no “dressing up’’! Write now. Accommodations limited. 


M. SPAULDING, Raynor Island Camp, P. O. Dorset, Ont. 


Timagami, ‘Canada 


WABI-KON CAMP 
Lake Timagami, Ontario, Canada 


A camp with every comfort in the heart of 30,000 square miles of 
Canadian forest—1500 lakes. Best fishing, boating, bathing, tramp- 
ing and canoe trips. Guides. One night from Toronto. Excellent 
table. Best accommodation for ladies. Write for booklet. 


L. ORR, 250 Wright Ave. , Toronto, Ont. 


MOOSE, BEAR AND CARIBOU 


Best hunting preserve in Eastern Quebec. Guides, 
canoes and complete outfits provided. Many outlying 
camps. Good bird shooting and trout fishing in this 
locality. No flies or mosquitoes. Accommodations of the 
best. Write for booklet and rates. 


LAURENTIDE HOUSE 
Lake Edward Province of of Quebec, Cana Canada 


SHOOTING AND FISHING IN QUEBEC 


The finest place in the Province to spend your vacation. 
One hundred and fifty lakes within the boundaries of 
the club grounds, excellent trout and pike fishing. Moose, 
caribou, deer and bear in season, also feathered game. 
Outlying camps, good guides and canoes. Ten rivers 
cross the club grounds. Write for booklet and complete 
information. 


A. TREMBLAY, Prop., Chateau St. Maurice, La Tuque, P. Q. 
Salmon and Trout in the Tobique Country 


Have just bought the fishing rights in Bathurst Lake 
and Nipisiguit River and can offer some of the finest 
trout fishing in the Province. Good togue fishing in Ser- 
pentine Lake. Home camp on the headwaters of the 
Serpentine River. Several outlying camps. Finest of 
caribou, moose and deer hunting in season. Sixteen 
years’ experience. Send for booklet. 

Percy B. Falding Perth, Victoria County, N. B. 


MOWAT LODGE 
on Canoe Lake Algonquin Park 


Come up here and we will show you some real fishing 
for trout and bass in Canoe Lake and nine others within 
an hour’s paddle of the Lodge. Also salmon fishing in 
the larger lakes. Canoe trips to all parts of the Park. 
Good guides. First-class table and beds. Terms moderate. 
Don’t waste your vacation—write us tor bookiet. 


J. Ss. FRASER, Mowat P. O., Canada 





FOR BASS, MUSCALLONGE AND PICKEREL 
Fish in the French and Pickerel Rivers. Good board, 
comfortable quarters, fine canoe trips, daily mail. Camp- 
ing parties outfitted. House boats, launches, boats and 
canoes for rent. Get your ticket for Pickerel Landing 
on the Canadian Pacific Ry. We meet you there. Write 
for further particulars. 


M. H. FENTON, Prop. 
Wanikewin Hotel ___Wanikewin, Ontario, Canada 


Salmon, Trout and Bass Fishing 


In the headwaters of the St. Croix River. The sort 
of fishing you have often dreamed about. We also make 
a specialty of hunting parties. Moose, bear, deer and 
ducks in season. Send for our booklet. 





A. C. Hamilton, Proprietor 
THE MAPLES Forest City, New Brunswick 


MACKENZIE’S CAMPS 


on the famous Southwest Miramichi River. At- 
lantic Salmon, Brook and Sea Trout Fly Fishing. 
Over 100 miles’ Canoe Trip. Moose, Caribou, 
Deer, Bear and Partridge Hunting. 
MURDOCK MACKENZIE 
Sparkle, New Brunswick Canada 
Telegraph Address, Bristol. N. B. 


Fisk Lodge 


On Shores of Intermediate Chain of Lakes. A Fisherman's 
Haven of Comfort and Rest 


Bathing, motoring and sailing. Excellent board, fine beds; high- 
class place for family and friends. All kinds of fishing. Fine 
boats. Beautiful camping sites. An ideal place for relaxation and 
rest. Comfort, not style. 


Rates $2.50 aday. Special by Week 
Write forparticulars, 

JOHN POND FISK Central Lake, Michigan 
THE IDEAL, VACATION TRIP 

Take your summer vacation in the beautiful 
Jackson’s Hole Country in Northwestern Wyo- 
ming. See the elk on the summer range. Camp 
upon the shores of beautiful lakes and streams. 
Forget your troubles and have a good time. 

Special attention to hunting parties in the fall. 

Full information. Best of references.. Write 
FRED LOVEJOY, Grovont, Wyoming 
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AMORETTI LODGE 


Just the place you are looking for to spend a 
summer vacation. Situated in the grand old 
Rockies. Side trips planned with saddle-pack 
Trout fishing and big game 
For particulars write 

Dubois, Wyoming 


animals or wagon. 
hunting unexcelled. 
E. AMORETTI 
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VISIT THE 


California Expositions 


An educational and entertaining trip to the two mammoth Expositions, 
where exhibits from more than forty nations portray the achievements of 


the world. TRAVEL VIA THE 


Northern Pacific Railway 


The cool Northern route “Over the Scenic Highway” in through daily trains 
from Chicago, St. Louis and Kansas City, connecting with steamship lines 
at Seattle, Tacoma, Portland, Great Northern Pacific S. S. Co. at Astoria 
or “Shasta Route” to San Francisco. Choice of routes via Puget Sound 
or along the Columbia River from Spokane. 


Stop at GARDINER GATEWAY for a tour of 
Yellowstone National Park 
“Nature's Own World's Exposition” 


View the strange phenomena and unequalled beauty of the world’s great- 
est Wonderland. 
Low Excursion Fares Daily Until Nov. 30 


Personally escorted tours to and through Yellowstone Park weekly from Chicago dur- 
ing the park season. Send for illustrated travel literature, including Exposition folder. 


A. M. CLELAND, General Passenger Agent, 
St. Paul, Minn. 


“SEE AMERICA” 











A. M. CLELAND, G. P. A., 565 Northern Pacific Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. Please send me 
information and literature relative to the Expositions and Yellowstone National Park. 


Name ET 




















All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 





ee en a oe 








-_ S maiiameniesanan Saienaaneamtaed = 


worms 











Copyright, U. S. A. 1915, iy 
The B.V.D. Company. 


“Welcome To Camp B.V.D.” 


2 inst they named it “‘Camp Comfort, ’» but they’ve 
changed it to “‘Camp B.V. D.’ , because nothing calls 
up the thought of Summer Comfort so instantly as B.V.D. 
It’s the Underwear of red-blooded, right-living men who 
find clean fun in keen sport, from tramping to camping. 
You—welcome to Camp B.V. D. even though you’ re desk-bound and town- 
chained! Wear it, and be coo/ and comfortable all summer long. It won’t 
bind or irritate. It lets the air at your body. It wears long and washes fine. 
You are sure of its quality of material, integrity of make.and true-to-size fit. 
On every B.V. D. Undergarment is sewed This Red Woven Label 
D. Union Suits (Pat. Wo BVD i 


B.V. 
U.S.A. 4-30-07) $1.00, $1.50, 
$2.00, $3.00 and $5.00 the Suit. 


B.V. D. Coat Cut Undershirts and 
Knee Length Drawers, 50c., 
75c., $1.00 and $1.50 the Garment. 





or alr 


(Trade Mark Reg. U S. Pat. Of. and Foreign Countries) 


Firmly insist upon seeing this label and firmly 
refuse to take any Athletic Underwear without it. 


The B.V.D. Company, New York. 


London Selling Agency: 66, Aldermanbury, E. C. 











CHARLES FRANCIS PRESS, NEW YOR4 











disagreed as to the best form of Shavin gs Soap. 


One preterred the stick, another the powder and 
the third,the cream. So each man bought the form 
he preferred and all secured the same shaving 
comfort and satisfaction for they all bought 


Williams 


as wise men usually do. 

















